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NOTE TO FOUETEENTH EDITION. 


Ohs ot t'wo points in ths iollo'Bing pjigos demnd 
correction or modification. 

On p. 213 an injustice is done to tlie Grenadier 
Guards and Eiflo Brigade. From official returns 
furnished to me I am able to correct the statement 
that these two battalions “developed more sickness 
between them in a week than the whole of the 
First Brigade.” The numbers sick on August 12 
and August 19 were respectively 90 and 93 for 
the two battalions, and 93 and 107 for the four: 
of the former totals 22 were left sick at Cairo. 

There appears to have been some heartburning 
as to the comparative health of ^he various British 
battalions, so that the following official statistics of 
sick during the time the eight were .'together in the 
field — August 19 to September 2 — may bo inter- 
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esting. rirst Brigade; Warwicks, G4; Liucohia, 76; 
Seaforths. 75; Camerous, 45, — Lotal, 2C0, Second 
Brigade : Grenadier Guards, 60 ; NorLlmmI)erlaiid 
Busiliers, 69 ; Lancashire Busilicrs, 98 ; Biflo Brigade, 
126, — total, 353. 

Such statistics, to be profitable, must be considered 
in the light of the oiroumstances of each case. For 
instance, the Lincolns were the strongest battalion 
in the field, so that their percentage of sick would 
be lower than it appears. The First Brigade had 
received drafts of unseasoned men. The Seaforths 
had come to the front dii-ect from the unhealthy 
station of Crete; the Eiftes had recently served in 
such fever hotbeds as Hong-Kong and Singapore, 
not to speak of Malta. The seasoning of troops, of 
course, does not mean that men got better able to 
hear a bad climate by living in it : quite the contrary. 
Troops become seasoned to a climate by having the 
weakly men weeded out, not by becoming better able 
to hear it. The First Brigade had undergone this 
process during the spring and Birmmcr ; the Second 
has undergone it since the capture of Khartum — the 
Guards in London, the other three battalions in 
Crete. 

The essential point is, that on the day of battle'' 
the strength of tlie eight battalions was so nearly 
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equnl that there is not very mach to choose between 
them. 

The description of the battle of Omdurmau should 
be modified by the fact that, while the two attacks 
on Macdonald’s brigade were not simultaneous, the 
second was seen developing while the first was being 
delivered ; so that the necessity of instantly repelling 
the first before changing front to meet the second 
adds to Macdonald’s difficulties and to his glory. 
Lewis’s brigade advanced against the first attack, thus 
easing Macdonald’s left and facilitating his task. 



NOTE TO EIEST EDITION. 


TitB original intention was to print the concluding 
chapters of this hook from telegraphic reports. In 
consequence, however, of delays between Omdurmnn 
and wire-head, of the great interest attacliing to the 
events of September 2nd and the ensuing days, and 
of the desirability of Ulustrating the account of the 
battle of Omdurman by plans, it has been thought 
better to delay the publication of this book a week, 
and produce the final chapters in a fuller form, 

Bdikbuboh, 

Septetuher 1S98. 
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HALPA TELLS ITS RO'OUV. 

To walk round Wndy Haifa is to road the whole 
romance of the Sudan. This is the look-out whonco 
Egypt has strained her vision irp-Nile to the vast, 
silent, torrid, murderous desert land, which has been 
in turn her neighbour, her victim, all but her undoing, 
and is now to be her triumph again. On us English, 
too, the Sudan has played its fatal witchery, and half 
the tale of Haifa is our own as well as Egypt’s. On 
its buildings and up and down its sandy, windy streets 
we may trace all the stages of the first conquest, the 
loss, the bittor failures to recover, the slow recom- 
moucement, the presago of final victory. 

You cau get the whole talc into a walk of ton 
minutes. Eirsb look at that big white buildiug : it ig 
A 
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the Egyptian military hospital, and one of the largest, 
soliclest structures of Haifa. In shape and stylo, you 
will notice, it is not unlike a railway-station — and 
that is just what it was meant to he. That was the 
northern terminus of Ismail Pasha’s great railway to 
Khartum, which was to have run up-river to Dongola 
and Dehbeh, and thence across the Bayuda, hy Jakdul 
and Ahu Klea to Metemmeh. The scheme fell short, 
like all Ismail’s grandiose ambitions ; Gordon stopped 
it, and paid for his unforesight with his life. The 
railway never reached the Third Cataract. The upper 
part of it was torn to pieces by the Dervishes, who 
chopped the sleepers into firewood, and twisted the 
telegraph-wiiea to spear-heads ; the part nearer Haifa 
lay half-derelict for many years, till it was aroused at 
length to play its part in the later act of the tragedy 
of the Sudan. 

Now, twenty yards along the line — in this ceulral 
part of Haifa every street is also a railway — ^you see 
a battered, broken -winded engine. It was here in 
1884. That is one of the properties of the second act 
— the nerveless efforts to hold the Sudan when the 
Mahdi began to rip it loose. Eor in the year 1881, 
before we came to Egypt at all, there had arisen a re- 
ligious teacher, a native of Dongola, named Mohammed 
Ahmed. The Sudan is the home of fanaticism: it 
has always been called " the Land of the Dervishes,” 
and no rising saint was more ascetic than the young 
Dongolawi. Ho was a disciple of a holy man named 
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Mohammed Sherif, and one day the master gave a feast 
at which there was dancing and singing. Such friv- 
olity, said Mohammed Ahmed, was displeasing to 
Allah; whereat the Sherif was angry, cursed him, 
and cast him out. The disciple sprinkled ashes 
on his head, put a yoke on his neck, and fell at his 
master’s feet, imploring forgiveness. Again Moham- 
med Sherif cursed him and cast him out. 

Angered now himself, Mohammed Ahmed joined a 
new teacher and became a straiter ascetic than ever. 
The fame of his sanctity siuead, and adherents flocked 
to him. lie saw that tho people of the Srrdan, smart- 
ing under extortion and oppression, could hut too easily 
be roused against the Egyptian dovommont : he risked 
all, and proclaimed himself El Mahdi cl Mnutazor, 
the Expected Guide, tho Mussulman Messiah. Tho 
Governor - General at Khartum sent two companies 
to arrest him: the Mahdi’a followers fell on blioin 
unawares and destroyed them. More troops wore 
sent ; the Mahdists destroyed them : next came a 
small army, and again the Mahdists destroyed it. Tho 
barbarous tribesmen flocked to the Malidi’s standard, 
and in September 1882 ho laid siege to El Obeid, the 
chief city of Kordofan. Ilis assault was beaten back 
with great slaughter, but after live months’ siege the 
town surrendered ; sack and massacre taught doubters 
what they had to expect. 

Tho Sudan doubled no longer : of a truth this was 
the Mahdi. Hicks Pasha’s army came down from the 
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North only to swell the Mahdi’s triumph to immeusity. 
Unorganised, unwieldy, afraid, the Egyptians crawled 
on towards El Obeid, harassed by an enemy they 
never saw. They saw them at last on November 4, 
1883, at Shelran : the fight lasted a minute, and the 
massacre spared only hundreds out of ten thousand. 
The rest you know — Gordon’s mission, the loss of 
Berber, the siege of Khartum, the massacre of Baker’s 
levies at El Teb, Graham’s expedition to Suakim, and 
the hard-fought fights of the second Teb and Taniai, 
Wolsoley’s expedition up the Nile, with Abu Klea and 
the Gubar and Kirbekan, the second Suakim cam- 
paign and M'Ncill’s zariba. Everybody knows these 
stories, so gallant, so futile. I remember thiiteon 
and fourteen years ago being enoimously proud and 
joyful about Tamai and Abu Klea. t was very young 
Head over the tale again now — the faltering and the 
folly and the failure — and you will feel that if Egypt 
has Baker’s Teb and Hicks’s ruin to wipe out, Eng- 
land was not so very far from suffering precisely the 
same humiliations. And in the end we failed, with 
what loss we still remember, and gave the Sudan 
away. The second act is not a merry one. 

The third was less tragic, but it was perhaps even 
harder to play. We pass by a mud- walled quad- 
rangle, which was once the artillery barracks ; through 
the gateway you look across sand to the mud ram- 
parts of Haifa. That is the stamp of the days of 
reorganisation, of retrenchment, of difficulties and 
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discoixragements, and nnconqncrablo, undisappointed 
work. Those were tho days when the Egyptian 
army was in the making, when Haifa was the fron- 
tier fortress. There arc old barraclcs all over it, 
where the young fighting force of Egypt used to sleep 
half awake. The brow'n flanks of those hills beyond 
the rifle-range, just a couple of miles or so desert- 
wards, have seen Dervishes stealing up in broad day 
and insolently slashing and slabbing in the main 
stroets of the bazaar. Yet this time was not all un- 
avenged insult: the long years between 1885 and 
1896 saw Egypt defended and its assailants smashed 
to pieces. Little by little Egypt— British Egypt now 
— gained strength and now resolution. 

Four battles mark the stages from weakness and 
abandonment to confidence and the resolution to ro- 
conquor. At Gimii.s, on the last day but one of 1835, 
came the first Anglo - Egyptian strategical victory. 
The Mahdists had been tactically beaten before — ^well 
beaten ; but the result had always beeu that we fell 
back and they c.amc on. After Ginuis, fought by the 
British army of occupation, aided by a small number 
of the new Egyptian army, wo stood firm, and the 
Dervishes were washed back. There were men of 
the Cameron Ilighlandera on the Atbara, who had 
fouglit in that battle : it was not perhaps a very 
great one, but it was the first time the euemy had 
been brought to a standstill. Ho retired behind the 
Third Cataract. 
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Then tollowed three years ot raid and counter-raid. 
Ohermaide cut up their advance-guard at Surras ; they 
captured the fort of Khor Musa, and Machell I3ey of 
the 13th Sudanese drove them out within twelve 
liours, On the Sualdm side the present Sirdar made 
head against Osman Digna with what irregulars and 
friendlies he could get together. Then in 1888 Osman 
waxed insolent and threw up trenches against Suakini. 
Tt becauio a regular siege, and Dervish shells fell into 
the town. But on Docoinber 20 Sir Francis Grenfell, 
the Sirdar, came down and attacked the treuchua at 
the battle of Qomaizeh, and Osman fell back shat- 
tered; never again did he come so near his soul’s 
ambition. 

Meanwhile 'Wad-en-Nojumi — tho great Emir, the 
conc[uoror of Hicka and tho captor of Khartum — ^liad 
hung oil the southern frontier, gatluiring strength for 
his attack on Egypt. Tie oarao in 1889, skirting 
Haifa in the western desert, striking for a point in 
Egypt proper above Assuan. His Emirs got out of 
hand and tried to got to the Nile; in a hard day’s 
tussle at Argin, Colonel Wodehouse and the Haifa 
garrison throw him back into the desert again. Ne- 
jumi pushed on southward, certain of death, certain of 
Paradise. At Toski Grenfell brought him to battle 
with tho flower of the Egyptian army. At the end of 
the day Nejumi was dead and his army was beginning 
to die of thirst in the desert. Egypt has never been 
attacked since. 
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Finally, in 1891 Colonel llolloil - Suiitli uuirched 
against Osinau Digna’s base outside Suakiui, the oasis 
of Tokat. The Dervishes sprang upon him at Afafit, 
but the days of surprise and panic wero over, They 
were rolled back and shattered to pieces ; their base 
was occupied ; and Suakim as well as Haifa had peace. 
Now all ground was finally maintained, and all was 
ripe for attack again. England heard little of this 
third act; but for all that, unadvertised, hard-work- 
ing, it was the turning-point of the whole drama. 

And now we have come to the locomotive-sheds 
and the fitting-shops, the boiler-houses and the store- 
rooms ; we are back in the present again, and the 
Haifa of to-day is the Egypt of to-day. Haifa has 
left off being a fortress and a garrison; to-day it is 
all workshop and railway terminus. To-day it makes 
war not with bayonets, but with rivets and spindle- 
glands. Railways run along every dusty street, and 
trains and trucks clank up and down till Haifa looks 
for all the world like Chicago in a turban. In chains, 
too, for to Haifa come all the worst villains of Egypt. 
You must know that, till the other day, no Egyptian 
could be banged for murder except on the evidence of 
eyewitnesses — just the people whom most murderers 
try to avoid. So the rails and sleepers are slung 
ashore to the jingle of ankle - chains ; and after a 
day in Haifa it startles you in no way to hear that 
the black foreman of the engine - shop did his five 
murders, and that, novel theless, he is a most intelli- 
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gent, industrious, and liarmless creature. On the con- 
trary, you find it admirable that Egypt’s ruffians are 
doing Egypt’s work. 

Haifa clangs from morning till night with rails 
lassoed and drawn up a sloping pair of their fellows 
by many convicts on to trucks ; it thuds with sleepers 
and boxes of bully-beef dumped on to the shore. As 
you come home from dinner you stumble over strange 
rails, and sudden engine-lamps flash in your face, and 
warning whistles scream in your cars. As you lie 
at night you hear the plug-plug of the goods engine, 
nearer and nearer, till it sounds as if it must be 
walking in at your tent door. From the shops of 
Haifa the untamed Sudan is being tamed at last. It 
is the new system, the modern system — mind and 
moohauics beating muscle and shovel-head spear. It 
takes up and digests all the past : the bits of Ismail’s 
railway came into the Dongola line ; the engine of 
Wolaeley’s time has been rebuilt, and is running 
again ; the artillery barracks are a store for all things 
pertaining to engines. They came together for the 
fourth act — the annihilating surprise of Eorkoh, the 
masterly passage of Hafir, the occupation of Dongola 
and Merawi, the swift march and sharp storm of Abu 
Hamed, the swoop on Derbor. They were all coming 
together now for the victorious end, ready to enter 
for the fifth act and the final curtain on Khartum. 

But that is not all Haifa, and it is not all the 
Sudan. Looking at it hence from its threshold, the 
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Sudan seems like a strong and swilt wild beast, 
which many hunters have pursued, none subdued. 
The Sudan is a man-eater — red -gorged, but still 
insatiable. Turn your pony’s head and canter out 
a mile; we are at the cemetery. Fo need to dis- 
mount, or even to read the names — see merely how 
full it is. Each white cross is an Englishman de- 
voured by the Sudan. Go and hear the old inhabi- 
tants talk — the men who have contrived to live year 
in, year out, in the Sudan, in splitting sun and red- 
hot sand. You will notice it best with the men who 
are less trained to take a pull on their sentiment than 
are British offlcera — with the engineer corporals and 
the foreman mechanics, and all the other plain, 
eificieut Englishmen who are at work on Haifa. 
Their talk is half of tho chances of action, and the 
other half of their friends that have died, 

“ I’oor Bill, ’e died in the desert surveying to Habu 
’Amed. Yes, ’e’s 'ere in the cemetery. No ; there 
wasn’t any white man there at the time.” 

“ Ah, yes ; he was a good fellow, and so was poor 
Captain Blank ; a real nice man, he was now ; no 
better in all tho Egyptian army, sir, and I tell you 
that’s saying a good deal, that is. Fought, too, 
against it; ho was engaged to a girl at home, you 
know, sir, and he wouldn’t give up. I nursed him 
till the doctor come, and then till the end. Didn’t 
you see him when you was out at the cemetery ; he’s 
next to poor Dash ? ” 
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“Ah, yes,” says the Uiird; “don’t you romembcsr 
that night out at Murat — poor r>lank, and poor Dash, 
and poor Tertius, and you, and me. Five we were, 
and now there’s only us two left. Dear, yes ; and I 
slept in Tertius’s bed the night before he took it ; he 
was gone and buried forty-eight — no, thiity-six, it 
was — thirty -six hours later. Ah, yes; he was a 
good follow, too. The way those niggers cried ! ” 
Yes; it is a murderous devil, the Sudan, and we 
have watered it with more of our blood than it will 
ever yield to pay for. The inau-eater is very grim, 
and he is not sated yet Only this time he was to be 
conquered at last, 
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THB EGYPTIAN AllMY. 

The Anglo-E'^yptian army is noL t^uilo sixteen years 
old. Tho old Turco-Egyptian army was knocked to 
pieces by Lord Wolaeley at Tel-el-Kebir, and tUe 
Malidi ground the fragments to powder. Out of 
the nothing which remained sixteen years of British 
leadership have sufficed to build up an array capable 
of fighting foot for foot with the victors of Tel-el- 
Kebir, and acoustoraed to see the backs of tlie cou- 
querors of Ilicks and Baker and Gordon. 

Sixteen years of active service have seen a great 
increase on the eight battalions which were Sir Evelyn 
Wood’s original command. To-day the Egyptian army 
numbers niueteen battalions of infantry, ten squadrons 
of cavalry, one horse and four field batteries, and 
Maxims, a camel corps of eight companies, and the 
usual non-combatant services. Lord Dufferin limited 
the original army to 6000 men, with 25 white offi- 
cers ; to-day it counts three times that number with 
over 140. 
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The army is of course raised by couscriptioD. But 
probably the conscription aits loss heavily on Egypt 
than on any country in the world. Out of ten 
millions it takes — counting the railway battalions — 
under 20,000 men, — ^that is to say, one out of every 
600 of population; whereas Germany takes 1 in 89, 
and France 1 in G6. That is only on the peace-footing, 
moreover ; Egypt has been at war ever since the birth 
of the new army ; no conscriptive nation ever carried 
war so lightly. On the other hand, the Egyptian 
soldier is called on to serve six years with the colours 
and nine in the reserve or the police. The small 
proportion of men taken enables the War Office to 
pick and choose ; so that in point of physique also the 
Egyptian army could probably give weight to any 
in the world. And not only is it the smallest of con- 
scriptive armies — ^it is also the boat paid. The fellah 
receives a piastre (2Jd.) a-day — a magnificent salary, 
equal to what he would usually be making in full 
work in his native village. 

Even these figures do not do justice to tho easy con- 
ditions on which Egypt supports her army. For of 
the eighteen battalions of infantry, six — 9th to 14th — 
are Sudanese blacks. The material of these is not 
drawn from Egypt proper, nor, properly speaking, by 
conscription. The black is liable to be enlisted wher- 
ever he is found, as such, in virtue of his race ; and he 
is enlisted for life. Such a law would be a terrible 
tyranny for the fellah : in the estimation of the black 
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it oaly gives comfort and security in tho natural voca- 
tion of every man worth calling such — war. Many 
of the black soldiers have fought against us in the 
past, with the same energy and enjoyment as they 
now exhibit in our service. After each victory the 
more desirable of the prisoners and deserters are 
enlisted, to their great content, in one black battalion 
or another. Every morning I had seen them on the 
range at Haifa — the British sergeant-instructor teach- 
ing the ex-Dervishes to shoot. When the recruit 
made a bull — which he did surprisingly often — the 
white sergeaiit, standing behind him with a paper, 
cried, QiMiss Idtir " — “ Very good." When he made 
a fool of liimsolf, the black sergeant trod on him as he 
lay flat on his belly : he accepted praise and reproof 
with ecpial satisfaction, as part of his new game of 
disciplined war. The black is a perennial schoolboy, 
without the schooling. 

fl’ho black soldier is not adapted to garrison life. 
They brought a battalion down to Cairo once ; but the 
soldiers insisted on driving about all day in carriages 
and then beat tho driver when he asked for his fare. 
Ever since then the Sudanese battalions have been 
kept on the frontier — either up the Hile or on the 
Suakim side, wherever there has been fighting to do. 
Having neither knowledge of civilised enjoyments 
nor desire for them, they are very happy. Their pay 
is, properly, higher than that of the fellahin — 14s. a- 
month to begin with and 3|d. a-day allowance for the 
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wife and family of such as are allowed to marry. The 
allowance is given generously, for woman is to the 
black soldier a necessary of life. On a campaign he 
must, of course, leave his wife and children behind : 
there is a large village of them jnst above Assuan. 
But since their time, I am afraid, as the frontier has 
ever advanced up-river, the inconstant warrior has 
formed fresh ties ; and now at Haifa, at Dongola, at 
Berber, the path of victory is milestoned with expec- 
tant wives and children. 

It is not so abandoned as it sounds, for the Sudan- 
ese are born of polygamy, and it would be unreason- 
able to expect them not to live in it. Here is a 
typical case. One day a particularly smart soldici 
came and desired to speak with his commanding 
officer. 

" I wish to marry, 0 thou Bey,” he said. 

" But aren’t you married ?" 

"Yes ; but my wife is old and has no child, and I 
desire a child. I wish therefore to marry the sister of 
Sergeant Mohammed Ali, and he also is willing.” 

" Then you want to send away your present wife ? ” 

"0 no. Excellency. My wife cooks very well, 
and I want her to cook my rations. She also is 
willing.” 

So, everybody being willing, the second marriage 
took place. Mohammed Ali’s sister duly boro a son, 
and the first wife cooked for the whole family, and 
they all lived happy over afterwards. 
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Each infantry battalion, black and Egyptian alike, 
is divided into six companies, which parade between 
100 and 120 strong ; a battalion thus counts roughly, 
with band and bearer parties, from 650 to 750 rifles. 
The normal strength of a battalion is 759. The 
uniform is much the same for all arms — brown 
jersey, sand-coloured trousers, and dark-blue putties. 
Over the tarbush the Egyptians have a cover which 
hangs down behind over the nape of the neck : the 
blacks need no such protection from their native 
sun, and do with plaited-straw round the tnrbush, 
bearing a badge whoso colour varies with the various 
battalions. The infantry riDe is the Martini. 

The cavalry are all Egyptians, recruited mostly 
from tho Fayum oasis : a black can never be made to 
understand that a horse needs to be groomed and fed. 
The horses are stout, hardy beasts of 13 hands or so : 
they get through an amazing amount of work, and so 
do the man, though they are a little heavy in the 
saddle. The strength of a squadron is about 100 ; tho 
front rank, as in all civilised armies, carry lance us 
well as sabre and Martini carbine. Seven of tho 
squadron leaders are Englishmen. 

Two batteries of field-artillery are armed with now 
Maxim-Nordenfeldt quick-firing 9-pomiders, or 18- 
pounders with a double shell — handy little creatures 
which a couple of mules draw easily. The horse- 
battery has 12-pounder Krupps, the rest 9-pounders. 
Each battery has a white commander: all the mon 
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are Egyptians, and their physical strength and teach- 
ableness make them almost ideal gunners. 

The camel corps is some 800 strong — half black, 
half fellah. They use the mounted-infantry saddle, 
sitting astride, and carry Martini and bayonet. There 
are five white officers. 

Of the fellah battalions some are officered by 
Englishmen, some not. The former are 1st to 4th 
and 16th to 18th; 5th to 8th are officered entirely 
by natives. Until this campaign the normal number 
ol white officers has been three to an Egyptian and 
four to a Sudanese battalion ; the latter require move 
holding, and also usually see more fighting, than the 
former. Most of them were one or even two short. 
But for this campaign — the final campaign, the climax 
for which the Anglo-Egyiitian army has existed and 
drudged sixteen years — the number of British officers 
had been raised to four in some battalions for the 
fellahin and five for the blacks. There has been com- 
plaining, both in Egypt and at home, that the propor- 
tion of British to Egyptian officers seems to grow 
greater', whereas in theory it ought to grow less; 
but the objection is political rather than military. 
Many good judges would like to see a few black bat- 
talions officered right through by white men, like our 
West India Eogiment. There is no better regimental 
officer than the Englishman ; there is no better natural 
fighter than the Sudanese: there would hardly be a 
likelier force in the world. 
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The native officers are larffoly of Turlciah, Circas- 
sian, or Albanian race, with the qualities and defects 
of their blood; their standard of professional attain- 
ment and duty is higher than that of the Turkish 
army, their courage in action no lower. Native Egyp- 
tians have fumished the army with one or two con- 
spicuously useful officers. Tliero is also a certain 
proportion of black captains and subalterns among 
the Sudanese : they are keen, work well with the 
Eritish, and, of course, are utterly fearless ; but, as a 
rule, lack of education keeps them out of the higher 
grades. 

Finally, we must not forget Sergeant Whatsisname, 
as with grateful appreciation of fume at Mr Kipling’s 
hands he is proud to call himself. Each battalion has 
as instructor a British non-commissioned officer: ho 
drills it, teaches it to shoot, makes soldiers of it. 
Perhaps there is no body of men in the world who 
do more unalloyed and unlimite:! credit to thoir coun- 
try than the colour-sergeants and sergeants witli the 
Egyptian army. In many ways tlieir position is a 
very difficult ono. ’rocluiically they are subordinate 
to all native officers down to the latest-johiod sub- 
lieutenant. The slacker sort of native officer resents 
the presence of these keenly military subordinates, 
and does his best to make them uncomfortable. But 
the white sergeant knows how not to see unpleasant- 
ness till it is absolutely unavoidable ; tlien he knows 
how to go quietly to his colonel and assort his posi- 

B 
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tion without publicly humiliating his superior. When 
you hoar that tho sergeant - iustructors are liighly 
endowed with tact, you will guess that in tho virtues 
that come more naturally to the British sergeant they 
shine exceedingly. Their passionate devotion to duty 
rises to a daily heroism. Living year in, year out, in 
a climate very hard upon Europeans, they are natur- 
. ally unable to palliate it with the comparative luxuries 
of the ofdcer; though it mu.st be said that the con- 
sideration of the officer for his non-commissioned 
comrade is one of the Idndliest of all the many kindly 
touches with which the British-Egyptian softens pri- 
vation and war. But the white officer rides and tho 
white sergeant marches. " Where a nigger can go, I 
can go," he says, and tramps on through the sun. 
Early in tho year one of thorn marched with the 4th 
every step of the road from Sualdm — the only white 
man who ever did it. In action the white sergeant 
has no particular place or duties, so ho charges ahead 
of the first line. At Haifa, training the recruits, he 
has no officer set over him, and can do pretty well 
what he likes ; so he stands five hours in the sun 
before breakfast with his men on the range. He 
must needs be a keen soldier or he would not have 
volunteered for big post, and a good one, or he would 
not have got it. But on the top of this he is also 
essentially a fine man. Stiffened by marches and 
fights and cholera camps, broadened by contact wiLli 
things now and strange, polished by a closer associa- 
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tion with his oIHcers than the service allows at homo, 
elevated by responsibility cheerfully niidortalcon and 
honourably sustained, — he is a mirror of soldierly 
virtue. 

The position of the British ofllcor is as assured 
as that of the sergeant is ambigirons. No British 
regimental officer takes lower rank than major 
{Bmibashi ) ; none has any superior native officer in 
his own corps. The lieutenant- colonel {KaimcLkam) 
commauding each batholion is usually a captain or 
major in the British army, and the Bivibashis usually 
subalterns; so many of both ranks, however, have 
earned brevets or been promoted, that in talking of 
officers in tho Egyptian army it will be simplest to 
call a battalion commander Boy, which is the courtesy 
title hy which he is usually addressed, and his British 
subordinate Bimbashi. 

To take a man from the command of a company 
and put him to command a battalion is a ))ig jump ; 
but with the British officers in hlgypt tho experiment 
has richly justified itself. The Egyptian army is an 
army of young men. The Sirdar is forty-eight years 
old ; General Hunter was a major-general before he 
was forty. The whole army has only one combatant 
officer over fifty. Through the Dongola campaign 
majors commanded brigades and captains battalions ; 
at Abu Hamed, last year, a subaltern of twenty-eight 
led his regiment in action. With men either rash or 
timid such sudden promotion might he dangerous ; 



20 


THE EOYPTTAN AEMY. 


but the officers of the ^^yptian army are at the 
same time unafraid of responsibility and equal to it. 

Their professional success has been very groat some 

whisper, too groat. “After Tel-el-Kebir," said a 
captain in the British brigade, “one of our officers 
came to me and talked of joining the Egyptian army. 
‘Eor God’s sake, don’t,’ T saidj ‘don’t: you’ll spend 
your life thrashing fellahin into action with a stick.’ 
Now, here am I commanding a company, and a man 
who was under me in the Kandahar show is com- 
manding a brigade.” Certainly the Egyptian officers 
may have passed over men as good as they ; but their 
luck 1ms lain solely in getting the chance to show their 
juorit. 

Eor after all the fact remains, that while the British 
campnigiis in the Sudan aro a long story of failure 
brightened only by stout fighting, tlio Egyptian 
campaigns have been a consistent record of success. 
With inferior material, at a tithe of the expense, they 
have worn their enemy down by sheer patience and 
pluck and knowledge of their business. Tn the old days 
campaigns were given up for want of transport ; now 
rations aro ns certain in Khartum as in Cairo. In the 
old days we used to be surprised and to fight in square ; 
now we surprise the enemy and attack in line. In 
quite plain language, what Gordon and Wolseloy failed 
to do the Sirdar has done. The credit is not all his : 
part must go to Sir Evelyn Wood and Sir Francis 
Grenfell his predecessors, and to the whole body of 
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oDfieors in due proporliou. They have paid for llieir 
promotion witli years on the frontier — years of sweat 
and sandstorm by day, of shivering and alarms by 
night, of banishment always; above all, they have 
richly earned it by success. Now that the long 
struggle is crowned with victory, we may look bade 
on those fourteen indomitable years as one of the 
highest achievements of our race. 
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Hama ia nearly four liiuidred miles from Uio 
Atbara ; yefc it was the decisive point of the campaign. 
I’D! iu Haifa was being forged the deadliest weapon 
that Britain has ever used agauist Mahdism — the 
Sudan Military Eailway. In the existence of Ihe 
railway lay all the difference between tho extempore, 
amateur scrambles of Wolseley’s campaign and tho 
niachine-like precision of Kitchener’s. When civilisa- 
tion fights with barbarism it must figlit with civilised 
weapons ; for with his own arts on his own ground 
the harharian is almost oertoin to be the better man. 
To go into the Sudan without complete transport and 
certain communications is as near madness as to go 
with spears and shields. Time has been on tho 
Sirdar’s side, whereas it was dead against Lord 
Wolseley ; and of that, as of every point in his game, 
the Sirdar has known how to ensure the full advantage. 
There was fine marching and fine fighting in the 
campaign of the Atbara: the campaign would have 
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failed without them ; but without the railway there 
could never have been any campaign at all. The 
battle of the Atbara was won in the workshops of 
Wady Haifa. 

Everybody knew that a railway from Haifa across the 
desert to Abu Hamed was an impossibility — until the 
Sirdar turned it into a fact. It was characteristic of 
the Sirdar’s daring — daring baaed on complete know- 
ledge and just confidence in himself and his instru- 
ments ; but to the uninformed it seems mad reckless- 
ness — that he actually launched his rails and sleepers 
into the waterless desert, while the other end of tho lino 
was still held by the enemy. Water was bored for, and, 
at the third attempt, found, which lightened the task ; 
but the engineers are convinced that, water or no water, 
the Sirdar’s ingenuity and determination would have 
carried the enterprise through. Long before the line 
was due to arrive Abu Hamed had fallen : before the 
end of 1897 the line touched the Nile again at that 
point, 234 miles from Haifa, and the journey to Ber- 
ber took a day instead of weeks. 

There was no pause at Abrr Hamed ; work was begun 
immediately on the 149-mile stretch to the Atbara. 
At the beginning of the year, when the rumours of 
Mahmud’s advance began to harden into credibility 
and the British regiments were started up the river, 
rail-head was some twenty miles south of Abu 
Hamed. The object, of course, was to push it on 
south of the series of rapids ending at Geneineteh, 
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some bweuty-odd milca short of P>orber, which arc 
called the Tifth Cataract Ou the falling river camel 
portage had to be used round the broken water, which 
was a serious difficulty in the way of the transport. 
A second object in huirying ou tlie work was to get 
the sections of the three new gunboats to the same 
point south of the cataract, where they could be put 
together ready for the final advance. 

It was a heavy strain, lor the railway had not only 
to carry up supplies and stores : it had also to carry 
the materials for its own extension. There is no 
wood for sleepers between Abu Hamed and the 
Atbara, much loss any po&.sibility of providing rails. 
So that all day long you heard the wailing lilt, with- 
out which no Aiab can work in time; all day at 
iutervals the long matoiial train pulled out from the 
beach-siding piled uj) with r.iils and sleepers, paused 
awhile at the hank of .sand which is the platform of 
the northuiu teimiiius, and in due time pulled olf 
southward till it was lost among the dosert sand- 
hills. 

It was a heavy handicap that an infant railway 
should he asked for double work, but that was only 
the beginning of the difliculty. The S.M.li., like every 
thing else in Egypt, must be worked on the cheap. 
There is no trouble about the labour — the liailway 
Battalions supply that. The Eailway Battalions are 
raised by conscription, only instead of fighting with 
Martini and bayonet the conscripts fight with shovel 



THE HAILWAY UATTALIONK. 2fi 

and pick. I have heard ib called bhe Gorv^e in an- 
other form : so, ii you like, it is. But it is no more 
Gon^e than the work ol sappers in any European 
army. The fellah has to shovel for his country in- 
stead of fighting for it, and he would much rather. 
It is war service which happens to retain a permanent 
value when war is over; so much the batter for 
everybody. 

But if navvy labour is abundant and cheap and 
efficient, everything else is scarce and cheap and 
nasty, English firemen and drivers are hard to get, 
and Italian mechanics are largely employed — so much 
so, that the Director of Hallways has found ib worth 
while to spare a caf4 for them out of his cramped 
elbow-room. As for native mechanics, there are 
branches of work in which they are hopeless. As 
fitters they are a direct temptation to suicide, for the 
Arab miud can never be brought to see that a tenth 
of an inch more or less can possibly matter to any- 
body. "Malcsh,” he says, "it doesn’t matter; shove 
it in.” And then the engine breaks down. 

As for engines and rolling-stock the S.M.E. must 
make the best of what it can get. Half-a-dozen new 
engines of English breed there were when I got to 
Haifa — fine, glossy, upstanding, clean-limbed, power- 
ful creatures ; and it was a joy to watch the marvelling 
black sentry looking up to one of them in adoration 
and then warily round lest anybody should seek to 
steal it. There were others ordered, but — miracle of 
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national lunacy! — the engineering strike intervened, 
and the orders had to go to Baldwin’s of Philadelphia. 
For the rest the staff had to mend up anything they 
found about. Old engines from Ismail’s abortive rail- 
way, old engines from Natal, from the Cape, broken 
and derelict, had to be patched up with any kind of 
possible fittings retrieved and adapted from the scrap- 
heap. Odd parts were picked up in the sand and 
fitted into their places again; if they were useless 
they were promptly turned into sometliing else and 
made useful. There are a couple of Ismail’s boilers in 
use now which were found lying miles away in the 
desert and rolled in by lever and hand. In the 
engine-shed you see rusty embryos of engines that 
are being tinkered together with bits of rubbish col- 
lected from everywhere. And still they move. 

Who moves them ? It is part of the Sirdar’s luck 
— that luck which goes with genius — that he always 
gets the best conceivable subordinates. Conceive a 
blend of French audacity of imagination, American 
ingenuity, and British doggedness in execution, and 
you will have the ideal qualities for such a work. 
The Director of fiailways, Bimbashi Girouard, is a 
Canadian, presumably of French derivation. In early 
life he built a section of the Canadian Pacific. He 
came out to Egypt for the Dongola campaign — one of 
three subalterns specially chosen from the Hallway 
Department of the Eoyal Engineers. The Sudan 
killed the other two out of hand, but Bimbashi 
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Girouard goes on building and running bis railways. 
The Doiigola lino runs as far as Kerma, above tlie 
Third Cataract. The Desert Lino must wait at the 
Atbara for a bridge before it can be extended to Khar- 
tum. But already here is something over five hundred 
miles of rail laid in a savage desert — a record to make 
the reputation of any engineer in the world, standing 
to the credit of a subaltern of sappers. The Egyptian 
army is a triumph of youtli on every side, but in none 
is it more signal than in the case of the Director of 
Railways. He never loses his head nor forgets his 
own mind ; he is credited with being the one man in 
the Egyptian army who is unaffectedly unafraid ol 
the Sirdar. 

Having dnished the S.M.II. to the Atbara, Bimbashi 
Girouard accepted the post of Director-General of all 
the Egyptian railways. There will be plenty of scope 
for him in the post, and it will not be wasted. But 
]u&t reflect again on this crowiung wonder of British 
Egypt — a subaltern with all but Cabinet rank and 
£2000 a-year! 

"When the time came to go up by the desert line an 
engine, two trucks, and a fatigue-party called at the 
door for our baggage : that is the advantage of a rail- 
way-traffic managed by subalterns. We had the luck 
to get berths in the big saloon. It is built on the Indian 
plan — four beds in one compartment, eight in the other, 
plenty of room on the floor, and shutters everywhere 
to keep out the sand. The train looked as if the other 
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end of it must be at Abu Ilamed already — a vista 
of rails, sleepers, boxes, camels, and soldiers, and two 
turkeys, the property of a voluptuous Brigadier, bub- 
bling with indignation through Lho darkness. How- 
ever she ran out smoothly enough towards midnight. 
We slept peacefully, four of us — the other made 
night hideous witli kicks, and exhortations to vision- 
ary soldiers to fire low — and in the morning woke up 
rather less than a hundred miles on our way. But 
then the first hundred miles is all up-hill, though the 
gradient is nowhere difficult. The train ran beauti- 
fully, for while the surface sand is very easy to work 
it has a firm bottom, and the rails do not settle. All 
day wo rumbled on prosperously, with no mischance 
more serious tliau a broken rail, and we crawled safely 
over that. 

Half the day wo read and half the day wc played 
cards, and when it grew dark we sang, for all the world 
like Thomas Atkins. Every now and thou wo varied the 
monotony with a meal ; the train stopped frequently, 
and even when it did not the pace was slow enough 
for an agile butler to serve lunch by jumpuig off his 
truck and climbing on to the saloon foot-board. The 
scenery, it must be owned, was monotonous, and yet 
not without haunting beauty. Mile on mile, hour on 
hour, we glided through sheer desert. Yellow sand to 
right and left — now stretching away endlessly, now 
a valley between small broken hills. Sometimes the 
hills sloped away from us, then they closed in again. 
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Now they wore diaphanous hlne on the horizon, 
now soft purple as wo ran under their Jlanks. Ihit 
always they were steeped through and through with 
sun — hazy, immobile, silent. It looked like a part 
of the world quite new, uith none of the bloom 
rubbed off. It seemed almost profanity that I should 
be intruding on tlie sanotity of the prime. 

But I was not the first intruder. Straight, firm, 
and purposeful ran the rails. Now they split into a 
double line ; hero was another train waiting — a string 
of empty trucks — and also a tent, a little hut made of 
sleeper baulks, a tank, points, and a board with the 
iusoription “ No. 5.” This was a station — a wayside 
station. But No, 6 is a Swindon of the desert. 
Every train .stops there half-an-hour or more to fill 
up with water, for there is a great trifoliate well 
there. Also the train changes drivers. And here, a 
imudred miles into the heart of the Nubian desert, 
two years ago a sauctuary of inviolate silence, where 
no blade of green over sprang, whore, possibly, no 
foot trod since the birth of the world, here is a little 
colony of Biitish ongine-drivors. They have a little 
rest-house shanty of board and galvanised iron ; there 
arc pictures from the illustrated papers on the walls, 
and a pup at the door. There tliey swelter and 
smoke and spit and look out at the winldng rails and 
the red-hot sand, and wait till their turn comes to 
take the train. They don't love the life — who would? 
— hut they stick to it like Britons, and take the trains 
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out and homo. They, too, are not the meanest of the 
conquerors of the Sudan. 

Towards dusk mimosa bushes, dotted park- wise over 
the sand, began to rise up on both sides of us, then 
palms; soon we were in a thickish scrub. The air 
cooled and moistened from death to life : we were 
back again on the Nile, at Abu Ilamed. Thereafter 
wo slept peacefully again, and awoke in the midst 
of a large comp of white tents. They unhooked the 
saloon, but the train crawled on, disgorging rails and 
sleepers, till it came to a place where a swarm of 
follahin were shovelling up sand round the last metals. 
The naked embankment ran straight and purposeful 
as over, so far as you could see. Small in the dis- 
tance was a white niiui with a spirit-level. 
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THE COEBESPONDENT'r PEOGEESS. 

I SAT on a box of tinned beef, whialiy, and other 
dolioacies, dumped down on a slope of loose sand. 
Bound me lay another similar ease, a tent, bed, and 
bath, all collapsible and duly collapsed into a brown 
canvas jacket, two brown canvas bags containing 
saddlery, towels, and table-linen, a chair and a table 
lashed together, a wash-hand basin with shaving 
tackle concealed inside its green canvas cover, a 
brown bag with some clothes in it, a shining tin 
canteen, a cracking lunch-basket, a driving-coat, and 
a hunting-crop. On one side of me rose the em- 
bankment of the main line to Berber; fifty yards 
on it ended suddenly in the sand, and a swarm of 
Arabs were shovelling up more of it for their lives. 
On the other side of me, detached, empty, quite alone, 
stood the saloon which brought me from Haifa. It 
was going back again to-night, and then I should 
be quite loose and outcast in the smiling Sudan. 

I sat and meditated on the full significance of the 
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simple military phrase, “ line of communications.” It 
is the great discovery of the Sirdar that he has re- 
cognised that in the Sudan the communications are 
the essence and heart of the whole problem. And 
now I recognised it too. 

It was a long, long story already. I was now just 
at the threshold of what was regarded officially as the 
difficult part of the 1150 odd miles between Cairo and 
the front ; I was still seventy miles or so from Berber 
— and my problem, instead of just beginning, appeared 
just oil the point of an abrupt and humiliating finish. 
The original question was how I was to get myself 
and my belongings to the front ; the threatened solu- 
tion was that I should got there, if at all, on my feet, 
and that my belongings would servo to blaze the track 
for anybody desperate enougli to follow. 

I am not an old campiiignor. The old campaigner, 
as you know, .starts out with the clothes ho stands 
up in and a tiu-opoiier. The young campaigner pro- 
vides the change of linen and tins for the old cam- 
paigner to open. So in Cairo I bought everythiug 
I could think of as likely to palliato a summer in 
the Sudan, I wore out my patience and my legs a 
whole week in drapers' shops, and saddlers’ shops, and 
apothecaries’ shops, and tobacconists’ shops, and tin- 
and-bottle shops, and general shops. I bought two 
horses and two nigger boys— one to look after the 
horses and one to look after me. One of them I 
bought through Cook, as one takes a railway-ticket ; 
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the other suddenly dashed at me in the street with 
a bundle of testimonials unanimously stating that 
he could cook more or leas, and dean things if he 
were shown how. Both wore tarbushes and striped 
nightgowns, and nothing else visible, which was 
natural ; though afterwards they emerged in all kinds 
of gorgeousness. What was inconvenient was that 
they neither of them understood any language I could 
talk, that they both had the same name, and that I 
could not for the life of me remember what it was. 
However, one was black with red eyes, and the other 
yellow with white; and it was something to know 
them apart. The black-and-red one originally alleged 
that he could talk English. It was true that ho could 
understand a dozen words of that lingo if pronounced 
sloppily enough and put ungrammatically together. 
But when it came to his turn he could say "Yes, 
sir,” and then followed it up with an inarticulate 
burble more like the sound of a distant railway train 
than any known form of human speech. 

Anyhow, I started. I started with the properties 
above named and six packages besides. Some went 
with me on the tourist boat ; others went by rail or 
post boat, or Government barge, to await me ; others 
stayed behind to follow me. I got to Assuan, and 
there a new trial awaited ma I had no camels, and 
it would he absurd to go to the Sudan without camels. 
Now I knew nothing at all of the points of a camel, 
nor of its market price, nor what it eats, nor could I 

0 
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ride it. Ilowcvor, camels had to be bought, and I 
borrowed an intorprotor, and went out to tho Eisbariii 
village outside Assuan and bought some. Tho in- 
terpreter said he knew all al>out camels, and that 
they wore worth £27 a pair. 

First, though, they had to be tried. The Bisharin 
were all standing about grouped round little heaps of 
dry, cradeed mud, which it took a moment’s consider- 
ation to recognise as their houses. Their costume 
consisted mainly of thoir hair — in little tight plaits 
tumbling every way over their heads; they have it 
done thus in infancy, and never take it out of curl : 
it looks like the inside hair of a horse’s tail, where 
the brash can’t got at it. They all talked at the 
same time, and gesticulated furiously. 

Tho first Biahari was a wizened old man, with 
a wisp or two of grey beard, a black shawl, and 
a large expanse of chest, back, arm, and leg, of 
a delicate plum-colour. With horrible noises he 
pulled his camel down on to its knees. Tho camel 
made still more horrible noises ; it growled, and 
screeched, and snarled, and brayed, and gurgled out 
big pink bladders from its inside. Then the old man 
tied a pad of sackcloth on to the beast’s hump by way 
of saddle, seized the halter, and leaped on sideways ; 
the camel unfolded its legs joint by joint and leaped 
forward. The old man whacked with a will, tlie 
camel bounded up and down, the old man bounced 
in his saddle like an india-rubber ball, his shawl 
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flapped out like wings, till all his body was native 
plum-colour. Then, suddenly, the camel gathered 
itaelf together and soared aloft — and the next thing 
was the old man flying up to heaven, slowly turning 
over, and slowly, then quickly, thudding to earth. 
Everybody roared with laughter, including the victim ; 
red was flowing fast over the plum-colour arm, but he 
didn’t notice it. I bonglit that camel on the spot — ^to 
carry five hundredweight of baggage, not me. 

There was one other cropper before the trials were 
over, and two of the camels cantered and galloped 
round the mud warren in a way that made me 
tremble. However, I trusted to luck against the 
time when I might have to ride any of them, and 
bought with a light heart. I also bought two oainol- 
meu — a black, apparently ausweriug to tlie uame of 
Jujulie, and a yellow, who asserted ho was my groom’s 
brother. The latter produced, with great pride, a 
written testimonial: it was from a British officer, to 
the effect that ho had discharged the hearer, and 
would the Director of Transport kindly send him 
home. But I chanced that too; and now, with the 
exception of the few noces,sarie3 that were following 
me — and presumably are still — I was ready to march 
on Khartum. 

And now came in the question of the lines of com- 
munication. I wont to the commandant of Assuan ; 
could he kindly send up my horses by steamer ? Tos, 
certainly, when there was a steamer to send them by. 



36 


Tni! ookebspondent’s peogress. 


But steamers were few and much in request for 
railway stores and supplies. It was a question of 
waiting till there should appear military horses to go 
up river. Mine must go and stand in the camp 
meanwhile. Hurrah! said I; never mind about a 
few days: that was one load off my mind. So I 
hauled the horses out of the stable, and gave the syce 
some money, and a letter to say who he was, and 
peacefully left him to shift. 

Camels, being straggling and unportable beasts, 
could not go by boat; so I gave their attendants 
also money, and told them to walk to Haifa. Then 
I went to Haifa myself, and waited. 

At Haifa, knowing its name so well, I had expected 
to find a hotel. So there was one — tho “Hotel dos 
Voyageurs” — staring the landing-stage in tho face. 
But it was a Greek hostelry, very small, a mile from 
the military post of Haifa, and at this stage I had a 
mind above Greek hotels. So I went to Walker & 
Go., the universal provider of Haifa. There was no 
immediate accommodation for correspondonts. So I 
pitched my tent a little disconsolately in the com- 
pound, and sat down to wait until there was. 
Presently there was a room, and in that I sat down 
to wait for the camels. One day their attendant 
grinned in, and shook hands with me; the camels 
were accommodated with a bunk apiece in the garden, 
and I sat down again to wait for the horses. I waited 
many days and then wired; the commandant wired 
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back, “ Your horses cannot go by steamer at present.” 
When was “at present” going to end? So next I 
wired to Cook’s agent to send them by road; he 
replied that they had started four days before. So 
far, so good. I sat down to wait some more. 

Only two days before they might be expected, on 
March 1, came the news that the British brigade 
had gone up to Berber, and that correspondents might 
go too. 

Hurrah again! Only when, how? 0, you can 
go to-morrow in the saloon, of course, to rail-head. 
And beyond? Well, beyond yon must take your 
chance. Can camels go by train? It was hardly 
likely. Horses? Hot at present — and — well — you 
had better go very light. 

Clearly everything that was mine must take its 
chance too. I started the camels to walk across the 
desert — two hundred and thirty-four miles from HBe 
to Nile again — and told them to be quick about it. 
Cf course they could never have done it, but that 
the traffic - manager Idndly gave them authority to 
drink some of the engines’ water on the way. I left 
orders to the horses to do the same; left all my 
heaviest goods lying about on the bank of the Nile ; 
definitely gave up all hope of the things that were 
supposed to be coming up after me; started, and 
anived in the early morning of March 3. 

How came the time to take my chance. And here, 
sure enough, comes a chocolate Arab, with the in- 
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formation that he has any numbor of camels to let. 
The chance has burned out a good one, after all. But 
then comes along a fair Englishman, on a shaggy grey 
pony ; I ■was told he was the Director of Transport. 
That’s all right ; I’ll ask his advice. Only, before I 
could speak, he suavely drew the attention of corres- 
pondenls to the rule that any Arab hiring camels 
already hired by the army was liable to two years’ 
iniprisonmeut. Tlio nows was not encouraging ; and 
of course tlio Arabs swore that the army Ixad not 
hired the best camels at all. I believed it at the 
time, hut came to know the Arab better afterwards. 
Anyhow hero I sat, amid the dregs of my vanishing 
household, seventy miles from Dorber — no mil, no 
steamer, no horse, no oaniol. Only donkeys, not to bo 
thought of — and, by Gooigc, logs ! I never thought 
of them, but I’ve got ’em, and why not uso ’em. 
i'll walk. 
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The donkeys had been hired, at war prices, about 
ten in the morning, delivery promised within an 
hour. At three in the afternoon two of us sweated 
over from the rail -head to the village, to try and 
hurry them up. Fifteen had been ordered ; five were 
nearly ready. The sheilch swore by Allah that all 
should be ready within an hour. At five we went 
over again. There were only four by now; the 
sheikh swore by Allah that the others should be 
ready within an hour. 

On that we began to threaten violence ; whereupon 
round a mud -wall corner trotted eighteen donkeys, 
followed by eight black men and a boy. Twenty-two ! 
It was late, but it was better than could he expected 
of any Arab. We kept them sedulously in our eye 
till we had them alongside tlie mountainous confusion 
of throe correspondents’ light baggage. Arrived at 
the scene of action, they sat down with one consent 
and looked at it. 
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The only way to hurry an Arab is to kill him, 
after which he is useless as a doukey-diiver ; so we 
sat down too, and had some tea, and looked at them. 
Presently they made it known that they had no 
rope. A rope was produced and cut into lengths; 
each took one, and sat and looked at it. Finally 
arose an old, old man, attired in a rag round his head 
and a pair of drawers ; with the eye of experience he 
solccled the two ligliLcst articles, and slowly tied 
them together. Example works wonders. There was 
almost a rush to secure the next smallest load, and 
in ten minutes everything was tied together and slung 
across the little pack-saddles, except one load. This 
they looked at for a good long time, reluctant to get 
a piece of woik finished ; at last they felt justified in 
loading this on also. 

We were ready: wo were actually about to start. 
Gratitude and wonder filled my soul. 

Three men, nine Arabs, nine more to sec them oil', 
twenty-two donkeys — and. Heaven forgive me, I had 
almost forgotten the horse. That is to say, his owner 
applied to him an Arab word which I understood to 
mean horse — plural before he was produced, singular 
when it was no longer possible to allege that there 
was more than one of him. Experts opined that he 
might in the remote past have been a dervish horse — 
a variation from the original typo, produced by never 
feeding the animal. His teeth, what remained of 
them, gave no clear evidence of his age, but on a 
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general view of Mm I should say he was rising ninety. 
Early in the century he was probably chestnut, but 
now he was partly a silver chestnut and partly pre- 
sented no impression of colour at all: ho was just 
faded. lie wore a pessimistic expression, a coat about 
an inch and a quarter long, an open saddle sore, and 
no Ilesli of any kind in any corner. We offered him 
fodder — something like poor pea-halm and something 
like string, only less nutritious. He looked at it 
wearily, smelt it, and turned in perplexity to his 
master as if asking instructions. He had forgotten 
what food was for. 

The young moon was climbing up the sky when 
we set off. With chattering and yells the donkeys 
and Arabs streamed out on to the desert track. The 
first load came undone in the first five minutes, and 
every one had to be readjusted in the first hour. The 
Arab, you see, has only been working with donkeys 
for ten thousand years or so, and you can’t expect 
him to have learned much about it yet. But we kept 
them going. I was rearguard officer, with five Arabic 
words, expressing "Get on” in various degrees of 
emphasis, aud a hunting-crop. 

We only marched three hours to camp that night, 
but by the time we off-loaded in a ring of palms, with 
the Nile swishing below and the wind swishing over- 
head, we had earned our dinner and some sleep : had 
we not induced Arabs to start ? And now came in 
one of the conveniences — so far the only one — of 
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travelling in the Sudan. “ Throe angarcbs said the 
correspondent of exporience ; and hack came the ser- 
vants presently with three of the stout wooden frames 
lashed across with thongs that form the Sudan bed ; 
you can get them anywhere there is a village — as 
a rule, to be sure, there is none — and they are luxuri- 
ous boyond springs and feathers. 

At half-past one I opened my eyes and saw the 
moon stooping down to meet the fringe of palm leaves. 
The man of experience sat up on his angareb and cried 
“ Awake.” They did awake ; three hours’ sleep is not 
long enough to make you sleepy. We loaded up by 
the last moonlight, and took tho road again. For 
nearly three hours the rustling on our right and tho 
line of palms showed that wo kept to the Nile hank ; 
then at five we halted to water tho donkeys — they eat 
when they can and what they con — and started for a 
long spell across the desert. Grey dawn showed us a 
gentle swell of stony sand, hard under foot ; freshness 
came with it to man and beast, and we struck forward 
briskly. 

When tho sun came up on us, I saw the caravan 
tor tho first time plainly; and I was very glad we 
wore not likely to meet anybody I knew. My kit 
looked respectable enorrgh in the train, and in Berber 
it went some way to the respectable furnishing of a 
Irousa But as pilod by Sudanese Arabs on to donkeys 
it was disreputable, dishevelled, a humiliation boyond 
blushes. The canteen, the chair and table that had 
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looked so ueut aud workmanlike, on the donkey be- 
came the pots and sticks of a gipsy encampment. My 
tent was a slipshod monstrosity, my dressing-case 
blatantly secondhand, my washing basin was posi- 
tively indecent. To make things worse, they had 
trimmed my baggage up with garbage of their own 
— dirty bags of dates and cast-off clothing. They 
mostly insisted on riding the smallest and lieaviest- 
ladon donkeys themselves, jumping at a bound on 
to the jogging load of baggage with four legs patter- 
ing underneath, and had to be flogged off again. And 
to finish my shame, hero was I trudging behind, 
cracking and flicking at donkeys and lialf-iiaked black 
men, like a combination of gipsy, horse-coper, and 
slave-driver. 

But we travelled. Some of the donkeys wore 
hardly bigger than collies, and their drivers did all 
that laziness and inoplitude could suggest to keep 
them back; but we travelled. It came to my turn 
of the horse about half-past six or so: certainly he 
was not a boast to make comparisons on, but the 
donkeys left him behind unless you made him trot, 
which was obviously cruel. I should say they kept 
up four miles an hour with a littlo driving. 

We gave ourselves an hour at eight for breakfast, 
aud the end of the march was in soft sand under a 
cruel sun. It was not till nearly one that the camel 
thorn — all stalk and prickles, no leaves — gave way 
to palms again, aud again we looked down on the 
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Nile. A single palm gives almost as mucli shade 
as an. umbrella with the silk off, but we found four 
together, and a breeze from the river, and a drink — 

0 that first drink in a Sudan camp ! — and luuch and 
a sleep, and a tub and tea, and we reflected on our 
ten hours’ march and were happy. At five we 
joggled off again. 

We lost the place we had intended to camp at, and 
the desert began to get rugged and to produce itself 
ever so far both ways, like the parallel linos in Euclid, 
and we never got any farther forward on it. It got 
to be a kind of treadmill — we going on and the desert 
going back under us. But at last we did get to a 
place — didn’t know its name, nor cared — and went to 
sleep a little more. And in the pale morning by 
happy luck we found two camels, and two of us 
trotted joyously forward past swimming mirages and 
an endless string of ruined mud villages into mnd 
Berber. The donkeys were not much behind either: 
they did about seventy miles in forty-two hours. But 

1 am afraid it must have been the death of the horse, 
and I am sorry. It seems a cruelty to kill him just as 
he was beginning to be immortal. 
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THE SIRDAR. 

Major-General Sir Horatio Herbert Kitchener is 
forty-eighb years old by the book ; but tliat is irrele- 
vant. He stands several inches over six feet, straight 
as a lance, and looks out imperiously above most men’s 
heads ; his motions are deliberate and strong ; slender 
but firmly knit, he seems built for tireless, steel-wire 
endurance rather than for power or agility : that also 
is irrelevant. Steady passionless eyes shaded by de- 
cisive brows, brick -red rather full cheeks, a long 
moustache beneath which you divine an immovable 
mouth; his face is harsh, and neither appeals for 
affection nor stirs dislike. All this is irrelevant too : 
neither age, nor figure, nor face, nor any accident of 
person, has any bearing on the essential Sirdar. You 
could imagine the character just the same as if all the 
externals were different. He has no age but the prime 
of life, no body but one to carry his mind, no face 
but one to keep liis brain behind. The brain and the 
will are the essence and the whole of the man — a 
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brain and a will bo porfoct in tboir workiiij'& Uvai, 
in the face of extreiuost difficnlfcy, they never seom 
to know what struggle is. You cannot imagine the 
Sirdar otherwise than as seeing the right thing to do 
and doing it. His precision is so inhumanly unerring, 
he is more like a machine than a man. You feel that 
he ought to be patented and shown with pride at 
the Paris International Exhibition. British Empire ; 
Exhibit No, I., hon concows, the Sudan Machine. 

It was aptly said of him by one who had closely 
watched him in his office, and in the field, and at 
mess, that ho is the sort of feller that ought to be 
made manager of the Army and Navy Stores. The 
aphorist’s tastes lay porliaps in the direction of those 
more genial virtues which the Su dar does not possess, 
yet the judgment summed him up pcrh'ctly. lie 
would be a splendid manager of the* Army and Navy 
Stores. There are some who nurse a desperate hope 
that he may some day bo appointed to sweep out the 
War Office. He would bo a splendid manager of tlie 
War Office. He would be a splendid manager ol 
anything. 

But it so happens that he has turned himself to the 
management of war in tho Sudan, and he is the com- 
plete and the only master of that art. Beginning life 
in the Eoyal Engineers — a soil reputed more favour- 
able to machinery than to human nature — ^he early 
turned to the study of the Levant. He was one of 
Beaconsfiold’s military vice-consuls in Asia Minor ; he 
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was subsequently director of the Palestine Explora- 
tion Eund. At the beginning ot the Sudah troubles 
he appeared. He was one of the original twenty-five 
officers who set to work on the new Egyptian army. 
And in Egypt and the Sudan he has been ever since — 
on the stall' generally, in the field constantly, alone 
with natives often, masLering the problem of the 
Sudan always. The ripe harvest of fifteen years is 
that he knows everything that is to bo learned of his 
subject. Ho has seen and profited by the errors of 
others as by their successes. He has inherited the 
wisdom and the achievements of his predecessors. Ho 
came at the right hour, and he was the right man. 

Captain E.E., he began in the Egyptian army as 
second-in-command of a regiment of cavalry. In 
Wolsoley’s campaign ho was Intelligence Officer. Dur- 
ing the summer of 1884 he was at Korosko, negoti- 
ating with the Ababdeh sheikhs in view of an advance 
across the desert to Abu Hamed; and note how 
characteristically ho has now bettered the then 
abandoned project by going that way to Berber and 
Khartum himself — only with a railway ! The idea of 
the advance across the desert ho took over from Lord 
Wolseley, and indeed from immemorial Arab caravans ; 
and then, for his own stroke of in-sight and resolu- 
tion amounting to genius, he turned a raid into an 
irresistible certain conquest, by superseding camels 
with the railway. Others had thought of the desert 
route : the Sirdar, connecting Koi-osko to Haifa, used 
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it. Others had projected desert railways : the Sirdar 
made one. That, summarkcd in one instance, is the 
working of the Sudan machine. 

As Intelligence Officer Kitchener accompanied Sir 
Herbert Stewart’s desert column, and you may be 
sure that the utter breakdown of transport which 
must in any case have marred that heroic folly was 
not unnoticed by him. Afterwards, through the long 
decade of little fights that made the Egyptian army, 
Kitchener was fully employed. In 1887 and 1888 he 
commanded at Sualdm, and it is remarkable that his 
most important enterprise was half a failure. He 
attacked Osman Digna at Handub, when most of the 
Emir’s men were away raiding; and although he 
succeeded in releasing a number of captives, he 
thought it well to retii'o, liiiusclf wounded in the 
face by a bullet, witliout any decisive success. The 
withdrawal was in no way discreditable, for his force 
was a jumble of irregulars and levies without dis- 
cipline. But it is not perhaps fanciful to believe that 
the Sirdar, who has never given battle without mak- 
ing certain of an annihilating victory, has not for- 
gotten his experience of haphazard Bashi-Bazouking 
at Handub. 

He had his revenge before the end of 1888, when 
he led a brigade of Sudanese over Osman’s trenches at 
Geraaizeh. Hext year at Toski he again commanded 
a brigade. In 1890 he succeeded Sir Erands Gren- 
fell as Sirdar. That he meant to be Sirdar in fact as 
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well as name lie showed in 1894. The young Khe- 
dive travelled south to the frontier, and took the 
occasion to insult every British officer he came across. 
Kitchener promptly gave battle : he resigned, a crisis 
came, and the Khedive was obliged to do public 
penance by issuing a G-eneral Order in praise of the 
discipline of the army and of its British officers. 
Two years later ho began the reconquest of the 
Sudan. Without a single throw-back the work has 
gone forward since — but not without intervals. The 
Sirdar is never in a hurry. With immovable self- 
control ho holds back from each step till the ground 
is consolidated under the last. The real fighting 
power of the Sudan lies in tho country itself — in its 
barrenness which refuses food, and its vastness which 
paralyses transport. The Sudan machine obviates 
barrenness and vastness: the bayonet action stands 
still until the railway action has piled the camp with 
supplies or the steamer action can run with a full 
NUe. Fighting men may chafe and go down with 
typhoid and cholera ; they are in the iron grip of the 
machine, and they must wait the turn of its wheels. 
Dervishes wait and wonder, pa.ssing from apprehension 
to security. The Turks arc not coming ; the Turks 
are afraid. Then suddenly at d.aybreak one morning 
they see tho Sirdar advancing upon them from all 
sides together, and by noon they are dead. Patient 
and swift, certain and relentless, the Sudan machine 
rolls conquering southward. 

D 
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In the meantime, during all the years of preparation 
and achievement, the man has disappeared. The man 
Herbert Kitchener owns the affection of private 
friends in England and of old comrades of fifteen 
years’ standing; for the rest of the world there is 
no man Herbert Kitchener, but only the Sirdar, 
neither asking affection nor giving it. His officers and 
men are wheels in the machine : he feeds them enough 
to make them efficient, and works them as mercilessly 
as he works himself. Ho will have no married offi- 
cers in his army — marriage interferes with work. 
Any officer who breaks down from the climate goes 
on sick leave once : next time he goes, and the Egyp- 
tian army bears him on its strength no more. Asked 
once why ho did not let his officers come down to 
Cairo during the season he replied, “If it wore to 
go home, where they would got fit and I could get 
more work out of them, I would. l>ut why should I 
let them down to Cairo?” It is unamiablo, but it 
is war, and it has a severe magnificence. And if you 
suppose, therefore, that the Sirdar is unpopular, he is 
not. Ho general is unpopular who always beats the 
enemy. When the columns move out of camp in the 
evening to march all night through the dark, they 
know not whither, and fight at dawn with an enemy 
they have never seen, every man goes forth with a 
tront^uil mind. He may personally come back and 
ho may not ; but about the general result there is not 
a doubt. You bet your boots the Sirdar knows : he 
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wouldn’t fight if ho weren’t going to win. Other 
gonorals have been bettor loved ; none was over bettor 
trusted. 

For of one human weakness the Sirdar is be- 
lieved not to have purged himself — ambition. He 
is on his promotion, a man who cannot afford to 
make a mistake. Ilomilies against ambition may bo 
loft to those who have failed in their own: the 
Sirdar’s, if apparently purely personal, is legitimate 
and even lofty. Ho has attained eminent distinction 
at an exceptionally early age : he has commanded vic- 
torious armies at an ago when most men aro hoping 
to command regiments. Even now a junior Major- 
General, he has been intrusted with an army of six 
brigades, a command such as fow of his seniors have 
ever led in the field. Finally, he has been charged 
with a mission such as almost ovary one of thorn 
would have greedily accepted, — the crowning triumph 
of half a generation’s war. Naturally he has awak- 
ened jealousies, and ho has bought perraisi3ion to take 
each step on the way only by brilliant success in the 
last. If in this case lie be not so stifily unbending to 
the high as he is to the low, who shall blame him ? 
lie has climbed too high not to take every precaution 
against a fall. 

Hut he will not fall, just yet at any rate. So far 
as Egypt is concerned he is tho man of destiny — the 
man who has been preparing himself sixteen years for 
one great purpose. For Anglo - Egypt he is the 
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Mahdi, the expected ; the man who has sifted experi- 
ence and corrected error; who has worked at small 
things and waited for groat ; marble to sit still and fire 
to smite ; steadfast, cold, and inflexible ; the man who 
has cut out his human heart and made himself a 
machine to retake Khartum. 
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The campaign ol 1897, wliieli opened wiUi General 
Ilunter’s advance Irom Merawi on Abn Hanied, 
ended with ilio oocupalion of tlio Nile valley as far 
as Ed Darner, seven miles beyond the junction of that 
river and the Atbara. At the bugiuiiing of March, 
when I reached the front, the advanced post Imd 
been withdrawn from Ed Darner, which had bcmi 
destroyed, and established at Fort Atbara in the 
northern angle of the two rivers. Between that 
point and Berber, twenty -three miles north, was 
stationed the army with which it was proposed to 
meet tlie threatened attack of Osman Digna and 
Mahmud. 

It was nob possible to use the whole force at the 
Sirdar’s disposition for that purpose. The Anglo- 
Egyptian strategical position was roughly a semi- 
circle, with Omdurman and Khartum for a centre, so 
that the Khalifa held the advantage of the interior. 
The westward horn of the semicircle was the 
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garrisons of Dougola, KorLi, and Morawi ; the east- 
ward that of Kassala. In advance of the regular 
garrisons, friendly Arabs hold a fan -shaped series 
of intelligence posts in the Bayuda desert, and at 
Adarama, Goa Ecdjeb and El Fashor on the upper 
reaches of the Atbara. The Dervishes maintained 
one desert post at Gebra to the north-west of Omdui'- 
mon, and one to the north-cast at Abu Delek. But 
hemmed in as they were, they had the manifest 
advantage that they could always strike at tho newly 
recovered province of Dongola by the various routes 
across the Bayuda desert. So that Korti and Merawi 
had to be garrisoned, as well as Kassala, 

The garrisons, though tliey never so much as saw 
the enemy, played, nevertheless, an indispousablo part 
in the Atbara campaign. The infantry of the force 
immediately under the Sirdar’s eye was divided into 
four brigades — three Egyptian, one British, The divi- 
sion of the Egyptian army, counting three brigades, 
was under the command of Major-General Archibald 
Hunter, 

If the Sirdar is the brain of the Egyptian army. 
General Hunter is its sword-arm. First and above 
everything, he is a fighter. For fourteen years he 
has been in the front of aU the fighting on the 
Southern border. He was Intelligence Officer dur- 
ing the anxious days before Ginnis, when the 
Camerons and 9th Sudanese were beset by tri- 
umphant dervishes in Kosheh fort, and reinforce- 
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ments were far to the northward. Going out on a 
sortie one day, he lingered behind the retiring force 
to pick off dervishes with a rifle he was wont to 
carry on such occasions : there he received a wound 
in the shoulder, which he is not quit of to-day. 
When Nejumi came down in ’89, Hunter was in 
the front of everything : he fought all day at the 
head of the blacks at Argin, and commanded a 
origade of them at Toski. Here he was again 
wounded — a spear-thrust in the arm while he was 
charging the thickest of the Dervishes at the head 
of the 13th. Thereafter he was Governor of the 
frontier at Haifa, Governor of the frontier at Don- 
gola, Governor of the frontier at Berber — always on 
the frontier. When there was fighting he always led 
the way to it with his blacks, whom he loves like 
children, and who love him like a father. Fourteen 
years of bugle and bullet by night and day, in sum- 
mer and winter, fighting Dervishes, Dervishes year in 
and year out — till fighting Dervishes has come to be 
a holy mission, pursued with a burning zeal akin to 
fanaticism. Hunter Pasha is the crusader of the 
nineteenth century. 

In all he is and does he is the true knight-errant 
— a paladin drifted into his wrong century. He is 
one of those happy men whom nature has made all 
in one piece — consistent, simple, unvarying; every- 
thing he does is just like him. He is short and thick- 
set ; but that, instead of making him uuromantic, only 
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draws your eye to liis loug sword. From tlm featlior 
in his helmot to the spurs on Ms heels, he is all energy 
and dancing triumph ; every movement is vivacious, 
and he walks with his keen conquering hazel eye look- 
ing out and upward, like an eagle’s. Sometimes you 
will see on his face a look of strain and tension, which 
tells of the wound he always carries with him. Then 
you will see him lolling under a palm-tree, while his 
staff are sitting on chairs ; light-brown hair rumpled 
over his bare head, like a happy schoolboy. When I 
first saw him thus, being blind, I conceived him a 
suholteru, and olfored opinions with indecorous free- 
dom : he left the error to rebuke itself. 

Eecoimoitriug alnio.st alone up to the muzzles of 
the enemy’s rifles, chargiug bavo-hoaded and loading 
on his blacks, going without his rest to watch over the 
comfort of the wounded, he is always the same — 
always the same impossible hero of a book of chivalry. 
He is renowned as a hiuve man even among Ihitish 
officers; you kuow what that means. But he is 
much more than a tilting knight -errant; he is one 
of the finest leaders of troops in tho army, Ee- 
port has it that tho Sirdar, knowing his worth, 
leaves the handling of the actual fighting largely to 
Hunter, and he never fails to plan aud execute a 
masterly victory. A sound and brilliant general, you 
would say his one fault was his reckless daring ; but 
that, too, in an army of semi-savages, is a necessary 
quality of generalship. Furthermore, they say he is 
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as good in an office as ho is in action. Above all, 
lie can stir and captivate and lead men. " General 
Ardiio” is the wonder and the darling of all tlic 
Egyptian army. And when the time comes that 
we want a new national hero, it may be he will be 
the wonder and the darling of all the Empire also. 

The Eirst Brigade of Hunter’s division was still 
quartered in Berber. It consisted of the 9th Sudanese 
under Walter Bey, 10th Sudanese (Nason Bey), 11th 
Sudanese (Jackson Bey), and 2nd Egyptian (Pink 
Bey). The brigadier was Lieutenant-Colonel Hector 
Archibald Macdonald, one of the soundest soldiers in 
the Egyptian or British armies. He had seen more 
and more varied service than any man in the force. 
Promoted from the ranks after repeated and con- 
spicuous acts of gallantry in the Afghan war, ho was 
taken prisoner at Majuba Hill. He joined the Egyp- 
tian army in 1 887, and commanded the 11th Sudanese 
at Gemaizeh, Toski, and Afafit. At Gomaizeh the 
11th, ever anxious to be at the enemy, broke its 
formation ; and it is said tliat Macdonald Bey, after 
exhausting Arabic and Hindustani, turned in despair 
to abusing them in broad Scots. Finally, he rode up 
and down in front of their rifles, and at last got them 
steady under a heavy lire from men who would far 
rather have killed themselves than him. In the cam- 
paigns of ’96 and ’97 he was intrusted witli a brigade; 
he showed a rare gift for the handling of troops, and 
wherever the figliting was hardest there was his 
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brigade to be found. In person, “old Mac” — ^he is 
under fifty, but anything above forty is elderly in tlic 
Egyptian army — is of middle height, but very broad,— 
so sturdily built that you might imagine him to bo 
armour-plated under his clothes. He walks and rides 
with a resolute solidity bespealdng more strength than 
agility. He has been known to have fevor, but never 
to be unfit for duty. 

The Second Brigade also consisted of three Sudanese 
battalions and one Egyptian — the 12 th, 1.3th, and 
14tli Sudanese (Townshend, Collinson, and Sheldeton 
Beys), and the 8th Egyptian under Kiloussi Boy, a 
soldierly old Turk who was through the Eusso-Turkish 
war. Lieutenant-Colonel Maxwell commanded it— 
an oiftoer who has served in the Egyptian army 
through all its successes; big, masterful, keen, and 
reputed an especially able military administrator, he 
is but just entering middle age, and ought to have a 
brilliant career before him. This brigade was quar- 
tered at EssUlem, about half-way between Berber and 
the Atbara. 

At the Atbara was Lieutenant-Colonel Lewis with 
an all -Egyptian brigade — the 3rd, 4th, and 15th, 
under Sillom, Sparkes, and Hiclcman Beys, and the 
7 th under Eathy Bey, a big, smiling Egyptian of great 
energy and ability, a standing contradiction of the 
theory that a native Egyptian can never make a 
smart ollicor. The brigadier is one of the most 
popular ollicers in this or any other army. Colonel 
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Lewis’s talents and abounding vitality would have 
led him to distinction in any career, Trom the fact 
that ho is affectionately known as “ Taffy,” it may be 
deduced that ho is in whole or part a Welshman — 
certainly ho is richly dowered with the vivacity, the 
energy, and tho quickness oi uptake oi the Celt. 
He treats his staff and subordinates like younger 
brothers, and discipline never suffers. I have heard 
him say that he is always talking, but he is also 
always very much worth listening to. Finally, I 
once went into a store in Berber and proposed to 
buy tinned Brussels sprouts. "But are they fit to 
eat ? ” I asked, in sudden doubt. “ Oh yes, sir,” cried 
the unshaven Greek, with enthusiasm; “Lewis Bey 
likes them very mudi." 

Taking the strength of a battalion at 700 rifles, 
each infantry brigade would number 2800 men. To 
these we must add the cavalry under Lieutenant' 
Colonel Broadwood, a rapid, adroit, and daring 
leader : long-legged, light, built for a horseman, never 
tired, never more than half asleep, never surprised, 
never flurried, never slow, he is the ideal of a 
cavalry general. Tho li^yptian trooper is a being 
enth'oly unlike anything else in tho world. What 
mkaolos of patience and tact, toil and daring, have 
been devoted to him will never be known; for the 
men who did it will not tell. The eight squadrons, 
with galloping Maxims, were at this time divided 
between the three Egyptian oompa. So were live 
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batteries of artillery, the command of which was 
with lieuteuant-Colonel Long — slow of speech, veil- 
ing a passionate tenderness for guns and a deadly 
knowledge of everything pertaining to them. Finally, 
there wore two companies of camel corps with the 
Third Brigade. The whole strength of the Egyptian 
force would thus fall not very far short of 10,000 men, 
with 46 guns. Operating from Port Atbara were also 
three gunboats. 

One mile north of the Second Brigade, Major- 
General Gataore’s British wore encamped at Debeilca. 
At this time it had only three battalions — the lat 
Lincolnshire (10th) under Colonel Vemer, Ist Cameron 
Highlanders (79th) under Colonel Money, and Ist 
Warwickshire (6th) under Lieutenant-Colonel Quaylc- 
Jones. The 1st Soaforth nighhinders (72nd: Colonel 
Murray) were under orders, as we heard, to come up 
and complete the brigade. Besides the infantry, there 
was a battery of Maxims under Major Huuter-Blair. 
The brigade was as fine a one as you could well pick 
out of the army, whether for shooting, average of 
service, or strength. Two companies of the Warwicks 
had been sent, to their despair, to Merawi ; but even 
so the strength of the brigade must have been over 
2500. 

General Gatacre came up with a great reputation, 
which he seized every occasion to increase. His one 
overmastering quality is tireless, abounding, almost 
superhuman energy. From the moment he is first 
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out of his hut at reveille to the time when ho goes 
nodding from mess to bed at nine, ho seems possessed 
by a demon that whips him ever into activity. Of 
middle height and lightly built, his body is all steel 
wire. As a man he radiates a gentle, serious courtesy. 
As a general, if he has a fault it lies on the side of 
not leaving enough to his subordinates. Eestless 
brain and body will ever be at something new — 
working out a formation, riding hours across country 
looking for a camp, devising means to get through a 
zariba, personally superintending the maldng of a 
road, addressing the men after church parade every 
Sunday. In the ranks they call him “Grcncral 
Back-acher,” and love him. “He is the soldier’s 
general,” I have heard rapturous Tommy exclaim, 
when the brigadier has been satisfying himself in 
person that nobody wanted for what could be 
obtained. Later on in the campaign some thought 
he drove his officers and men a little hard. But 
whatever he asked of them in labour and discomfort 
he was always ready to double and treble for him- 
self. 

This, then, was the Sirdar’s command — a total of 
12,000 to 1 3,000 men, with 52 guns. The Seaforths 
might be expected to add about 1000 more. All 
numbers, I should here remark, are based on the 
roughest estimates, as, by the Sirdar’s wish, they were 
never stated publicly. In any case, there was not much 
doubt that the force was sufficient to account hand- 
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somely lor anything that was likely to como against 
it. "Whother the dervishes were even coming at 
all was not at this time very certain. It was known 
that Mahmud had taken over his force from 
Metemmeh, which had hitherto been his head- 
quarters, to join Osman Digna at Shondi on the 
eastern hank. That was evidence that the attack, 
if it was coming, would fall on us rather than the 
Merawi side. Osman’s men, it was further reported, 
had begun to drift northward in detachments ; though 
whether this meant business or not it was hard to 
say. It seemed difficult to believe that they had let 
Berber alone last aixtumn and winter when it was 
weakly garrisoned, only to attack now, when attack 
must mean annihilation. But you must romombtir 
the peculiarities of Arab information. TJic ordinary 
Arab spy is as incurious about figures as the Sirdar 
himself could desire ; “ few ” and “ very few,” “ many ” 
and “ very many,” are his nearest guesses at a total. 
It was not at all certain that Mahmud aird Osman, 
though they probably knew that reinforcements had 
come up, had the vaguest idea of the real strength of 
the force. 

Finally, said those who remembered, this was just 
like Toski over again. Wliispers and whispers for 
mouths that the horde was coming; disappointment 
and disappointment ; and then, just when doubt was 
becoming security and the attempt madness, a head- 
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long rush upon inovitable destruction. Such follies 
issue from tho very nature of the Mahdiat polity 
— a jealous ill-informed despot safe at Omdurman 
and ill-supplied Emirs apprehensive at the front. 
Therefore we hoped for the best. What their force 
might be, of course we knew hardly bettor than 
they knew ours. It might be 10,000, or 16,000, or 
20 , 000 , 

If they came they would fight: that was certain. 
How they would fight wo knew not. It depended 
on Mahmud. Osman Digna has become a common- 
place of Sudanese warfare — a man who has never 
shown himself eminent either for personal courage 
or for generalship, yet obviously a man of great 
ability, since by evasive cunning and dogged por- 
sistence he has given us more trouble than all the 
other Emirs together. His own tribe, the Tladendown, 
the most furious warriors of Africa, are long since 
reconciled with tho Government, and have resumed 
their old trade of caravan-leading. That Osman 
struggles on might fancifully bo traced to his strain 
of Turkish blood, contributing a steadfastness of 
puipjose seldom found in the out-and-out bar- 
barian, He has become a fat old toad now, they 
say, and always leaves fights at an early stage for 
private prayer; yet ho i,s still as much alive as 
when he threw up a j)o.sition on the Ruakim 
County Coimcil to join the Expected Mahdi, and 
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you cannot but half admire the rascal’s persistence 
in his evil ways. 

Had Osman been in command, he doubtless knew 
too much to risk a general engagement. But it 
seemed that the direction of things lay mainly with 
Mahmud. And of Mahmud, but for the facts that he 
was a social favourite in Omdurman, was comparatively 
young, and had wiped out the Jaalin for the Khalifa, 
nobody — except probably Oolonol Wingate — knew 
anything at all. 

Whatever there was to know. Colonel Wingate 
surely knew it, for he makes it his business to know 
everything. He is the type of the learned soldier, in 
which perhaps our army is not so strong as it is on 
other sides. If he had not chosen to be Chief of 
the Intelligence Department of the Egyptian Army, 
ho might have been Professor of Oiiental Languages 
at Oxford. He will learn you any language you like 
to name in three months. As for that mysterious 
child of lies, the Arab, Colonel Wingate can converse 
with him for hours, and at the end know not only how 
much truth he has told, but exactly what truth he has 
suppressed. He is the intellectual, as the Sirdar is 
the practical, compendium of British dealings with the 
Sudan. With that he is himself the most practical 
of men, and few realise how largely it is due to the 
system of native intelligence he has organised, that 
operations in the Sudan aro now certain and unsur- 
prised instead of vague, as Uiey once were. Nothing 
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is hid from Colonel Wingate, whether in Cairo or at 
the Court of Menelik, or on the shores of Lake Chad. 
As a press censor ho has only one fault. He is so in- 
dispensable to tho Sirdar that you can seldom got 
speech of him. His rise in tho army has been almost 
startlingly rapid ; yet there is not a man in it but, so 
far from onvyiifg, rojoicos in a success earned by rare 
gifts and unstinted labour, and borne with an inviol- 
able modesty. 
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r>EYOND (loubl; it was a great inarch. If only there 
had been a fight immediately at the farther end of 
it, it would have gone down as one of the great 
forced-marchoa of history. 

News came to Abu Dis of Mahmud and Osman 
Digna’s advance on a Fiiday afternoon, February 
25 ; the men were just back from a sixteen - mile, 
seven-and-a-half-hour route-march in the desert. By 
eight next morning the last detachment had been con- 
veyed by train to rail-head, which had been moved 
on past their camp to Surek; by ten at night the 
brigade was on the march. They marched all night ; 
in the early morning came a telegram bidding them 
hasten, and they marched on under the Sudan sun 
into the afternoon. A short halt, and at three on 
Monday morning they were off again. At ten that 
night they got into G-eneineteh, and were out again 
by three next morning Six hours’ march, seven 
horns’ halt, eight hours’ march again, and they were 
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close to Berber. And there they learned that the 
Dervishes had after all not arrived. A halt of twenty- 
four hours outside Berber rather damaged the record ; 
but that was better than damaging the troops. Not 
but that they we.re quite ready to go on ; it was by 
tl)o Sirdar that t!ie h,alt was ordered. They reached 
Berber — cheering Ijlacks lining two miles of road, and 
massed bands playing the Cameron men, and the 
Lincolnshire poacher, and Warwickshire lads, and 
especially a good breakfast for evoryhody — and 
marched tlirougli to their camp ton miles beyond. 

They started out on Saturday night, February 2G ; 
they reached camp on Thursday evening, March 3. 
Altogether they made 118 miles within five days — 
four, if you leave out the day’s halt — or 1 .34 in five 
and a half, if you also add the route-march; con- 
tinuously they did 98 iuilc.s within tluree days. 

That is marching. Furthermore, it was marching 
under nearly all conditions that make marching a 
weariness. In India troops on the march have a 
host of camp-followers to do the hard and disagreo- 
al)le work. Of course, you and I could easily walk 
twenty-five miles a day for as long as anybody liked 
to name. But how would yon like to try it with kit 
and rillc and a hundred rounds of ammunition? Also, 
when you did lialt, liow would you like to have to 
sot to work getting wood to make your fire and water 
to cook your dinner ? How would you like to march 
with haggage-camcls, so slow that they poach all your 
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sleep ? Especially, how would you like to be a cook 
— to come in tired and sweating, hungry and thirsty, 
and thon stand out in the sun preparing dinner for 
your comrades ? On the first throe days’ march some 
of the cooks gob no more than four hours’ sleep, and 
had to be relieved lest they dropped at their posts ; 
few of the officers gob more. Plenty of men went to 
sleep while marching ; others dropped with weariness 
and vigil, like a boxer knocked stupid in a fight. One 
subaltern, being with baggage in the rear-guard, fell 
off his camel without noticing it, and went on peace- 
fully slumbering in the sand. He woke up some time 
in the dead of night, and of course had not tlie vaguest 
idea where the army had gone to or in which direc- 
tion ho ought to follow it. He had hung his helmet 
and belts on the camel, which of course had gone on 
composedly, only glad to get rid of him. Ho was 
picked up hy a man who was looking for aomehody 
else. 

A gunner in the Maxim battery had a worse time. 
He too dropped asleep, and woke up to find himself 
alone. He found himself near the river, and went 
on to overtake the force. Only unluckily — so mag- 
nificently unreasoning can the British soldier some- 
times be — he followed down the stream instead of 
up. On top of that, he conceived an idea that he 
was in the enemy’s country, with prowling dervishes 
amhushed behind every mimosa bush. So that while 
search parties quested for him by day, he carefully 



TUB BOOT SCANDAL. 


09 


hid himself, and at night pushed on again to- 
wards Cairo. It was several days before ho was 
picked up. 

All these are inevitable aeeompaniments of a forced 
march; what might have been avoided, and should 
have been, was the scandal that the men’s boots gave 
out. True, the brigade had done a lot of marching 
since it came up-country, some of it — not much- 
over rock and loose sand. True, also, that the Sudan 
climate, destructive of all things, is particularly de- 
structive of all things stitched. But the brigade had 
only been up-river about a month, after all, and no 
military boot ought to wear out in a month. We 
have been campaigning in the Sudan, off and on, for 
over fourteen years; we might have discovered the 
little peculiarities of its climate by now. The Egyptian 
army uses a riveted boot; the boots our British boys 
were expected to march in had not even a toe-cap. 
So that when the three battalions and a battery 
arrived in Berber hundreds of men were all but bare- 
foot : the soles peeled off, and instead of a solid double 
sole, revealed a layer of shoddy packing sandwiched 
between two thin slices of leather. Not one man fell 
out sick ; those who dropped asleep went on as soon 
as they came to, and overtook their regiments. But 
every available caincl was burdened with a man who 
laclced nothing of strength or courage to march on — 
only boots. General Gatacre had half-a-dozen chargers ; 
every one was carrying a bare -footed soldier, while 
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British had done their work brilliantly, and that their 
brigadier trained them to it. 

Wlien my camel padded into their camp by moon- 
light the day’s work was done, and they were going to 
sleep. Ton came to the camp through a tangle of 
thick mimosa ; a zariba of the same impossible thorns 
was heaped up all round it ; the men were quartered 
along the river overlooking the foreshore. There was 
only time to be grateful for supper, and a blanket spread 
under the lee of a straw-plaited hut. Next thing I 
knew reveille was sounding, at a quarter past five. 
Directly on the sound stepped out the general — middle 
height, build for lightness and toughness together, 
elastic energy in the set of each limb, and in the keen, 
grave face a determined purpose to bo equal to re- 
sponsibility. He stayed to drink a cup of cocoa, and 
then mounted, and was away with his aide-do-camp ; 
General Gatacre’s aide-de-camp requires to bo a hard 
man. "When breakfast-time came the general was no- 
where in camp, nor was he an hour later, nor an hour 
later still. He had just taken a little twenty-five 
mile scamper to look out a new site for his camp. 

At reveUle the camp had suddenly turned from dead 
to alive. You heard hoarse orders, and the ring of 
perpetual bugles. The dry air of the Sudan cracks 
the buglers’ lips, as it does everybody else’s ; to keep 
them supple they were practising incessantly, so that 
the brigade is wrapped in bugling best part of the 
day. To-day it was also wrapped in something else. 
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It seemed to me that daylight was very long in com- 
ing — that Unes of khaki figures seemed to pass to and 
fro in an unlifting mist. Hut that was only for the 
first few sleepy moments. As the north wind got up 
with the sun it soon became very plain what was the 
matter. 

Dust ! The camp was on land which had once been 
cultivated, black cotton land ; and black cotton land 
when the wind blows is neither wholesome nor agree- 
able. It rose ofi' the ground till the place was like 
London in a fog. On the horizon it lowered like 
thunder-clouds; close about you it whirled up like 
pepper when the lid of the castor comes off. You 
felt it, breathed it, smelt it, tasted it. It choked 
eyes and nose and ears, and you ground it between 
your teeth. After a few hours of it you forgot what 
being a man was hke ; you wore merely clogging into 
a lump of Sudan. 

It was a bad mistake to pitch on such a spot ; and 
when you came to walk round the camp you saw how 
ill-equipped were the men to put up with it. Tlieir 
heavy baggage — officeis’ and men’s alike — had been 
left at rail-head; over 2500 men had come with 700 
camels. The tents had arrived, but they were only 
just being unloaded from tlio steaiuer. Tlic men were 
huddled under blankets stretched on four sticks; of 
the officers, some had tents, others sat in tiny elbow- 
squeezing tukls (huts of .straw or rushes), such as the 
prophet Jonah would not have exchanged for his 
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gourd. There was hardly a shelter in the camp iu 
which a man could stand upright. Oue or two good 
tukls had been built — wooden posts with beams lashed 
across them, and mats or coarse stems of halfa grass 
plaited between. But, taking the place as a whole, 
it was impossible to be comfortable, and especially 
impossible to be clean. 

It was nobody’s fault in particular, and in this good 
weather it did not particularly matter. It happened 
not to have begun stoking up at the time ; when it likes 
it can be mid-summer in March. When it did begin, 
and especially if it came to a matter of summer 
quarters, such a camp ns Debcika was an invitation 
to disease and death. You have to learn the Sudan’s 
ways, they say, if you do not want the Sudan to oat 
you alive. The British brigade litid to learn. Sure 
enough the Sirdar came to inspect it the day after, 
and on March 11 the brigade shifted camp to the 
empty and relatively clean village of Darmali, two 
miles higher up the river. 
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i’OLl'L’ ATUAiiA. 

I'J’ ueeclod ouly half a look at tlio Egypliaii camp to 
coarmce you how much the Britisli kad to leai’n. Tlio 
hospitable diuner-tablo was quite euongh. la accord- 
ance with a detestable habit which I intend to correct 
in future, I arrived late for dinner : it was the fault of 
the camels, the camel-men, the servants, the guide, my 
companions, the conutry, and the weather. None tlie 
less Idndly was I set down at table and ate of soup 
and fish, of ragout and fresh mutton and game, and 
was invited to drink hock, claret, champagne, whisky, 
gin, lime-juice, ginger-beer, Eosbach, and cognac, or 
any combination or permutation of the same. I was 
the guest of men who have been on the Sudan 
frontier for anything up to fifteen years, during whicli 
time they have learned the Sudan’s ways and over- 
come its inhospitality. 

As soon as everybody began to show signs of falling 
asleep at table — which hot days begun at four or live 
in the morning and worked hard through till half-past 
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seven soon lead you to consider the most natural 
phenomenon in the world — I wont to bod under a 
roof. The owner of the tulcl was up the river, off 
Shendi, on a gunboat. His house was palatially built 
with painted beams from the spoils of a raid on 
Metemmeh, and plaited with palm -leaf and halfa 
grass. Other officers preferred their tents ; but the 
insides of these were sunk anything from one foot to 
four underground, the excavation neatly backed with 
dried Nile mud, so that a ten-foot tent became a lofty 
and airy apartment. The last thing I saw was a vast 
upstanding oblong tukl, which looked capable of hold- 
ing a company. I was told it was tho house of the 
mess-servants of one Egyptian battalion. It was more 
palatial than all tho edifices in the British camp pul 
together. 

In the morning it was blowing a sand-storm, and 
Englishmen’s eyes showed bloodshot through blue 
spectacles. It was gritty between the teeth, and to 
walk up wind spelt bhudness ; yet it was clean sand, 
and did not form soil in the mouth like the black 
dust of Debeika. In the earjy morning Port Atbara 
appeared through the driving cloud as through smoked 
glass — a long walled camp, with its southern apex 
resting on the junction of Nile and Atbara. To find 
so strong a place in the lately won wilderness was 
a revelation, not of English energy, which is under- 
stood, but of Egyptian industry. The wall was over 
six feet high, firmly built of sun-dried mud ; round it 
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had been a six-foot ditch, only the importunate sand 
had already half silted it up again. On the inside 
was a parapet, gun platforms with a couple of care- 
fully clothed Maxims in each, a couple of guard-houses 
at the two main gates and a couple of blockhouses 
outside. Across the Atbara was a small fort ; at the 
angle of the rivers a covered casemate gallery that 
would accommodate half a company precluded any 
attempt to turn the wall and attack from the fore- 
shore. On the other side of the ITile was a smaller 
fort, walled and ditched likewise. In the inside 
straddled a crow’s nest — built also with painted beams 
from Mahmud’s house iu Metemmeh — with a view that 
reached miles up both rivers, A couple of miles up 
the Atbara you could see dense mimosa thickets ; so 
much of the bank as could get water has dropped 
back almost to virgin forest in the fourteen years of 
dervish devilry. But under the walls of Tort Atbara 
was neither mimosa nor Sodom apple nor any land 
of scrub. Only a forest of stumps showed where the 
field of fire had been cleared — over a mile in every 
direction. Upright and regular among the stumps 
you could see a row of stakes ; each marked a range 
of 100 yards up to 500: the Egyptian soldier was 
to hold his fire up to that and gain confidence by 
seeing his enemy go down. Best of all, the ford, though 
it dominated the country for miles, was itself hardly 
visible. From the ridge of tho desert a mile away it 
was a few trees, the yardarms of a few sailing barges. 



78 


FOOT ATBATIA. 


and a shelter trench. The whole dervish army might 
easily have been persuaded to run their heads on it ; 
but they might have butted in vain against Fort 
Atbara till there was not one of thorn left standing. 

Tlie whole of this work had been made by the men 
who garrisoned it. There were none but Follahin 
regiments in Fort Atbara; but the Egyptian soldier 
on fatigue duty is the finest soldier in the world. 
Tn a population of ten millions the conscription 
only asks for 20,000 men or so, and it can afford to 
pick and choose. In face the fellah soldier is a shade 
sullen, not to say blackguardly ; in body he would be 
a joy to a sculptor. Shorter than the taller tribes of 
Idacks, taller than the shorter, ho is far better buil( 
all round. When ho strips at hathing-time — for like 
all rivevino peoples ho is more clean than bashful — the 
bank is lined with studies for Ilcrcnlus, And all the 
thews he has he puts into his work. Work is the 
fellah’s idea of Ufe, especially work with his native 
mud; the fatigue which other soldiers incline lo 
resent as not part of their proper business he takes to 
most kindly of all his soldiering. Marching, digging, 
damming, brick-making, building, tree-felling — you can 
never find him uirwilling nor leave him exhausted. He 
is the ideal solclier-of-all-work, true son of a country 
where human hand -labour has always beaten the 
machine. 

The troops were housed either in post -and -straw 
tukls or in tents; hut alrradv a vast mud -brick 





QUEm CITY OF TItK SUDAN. 


79 


barrack streLched its skeleton across the canip. 
Along the foreshore the mud huts were hospital or 
officers’ quarters or mess-houses. Already one big 
straw tukl was a cnfi, where enterprising Greeks had 
sot up a soda-water machine and instituted a SAwt dn 
joivr. And down on the beach the cluster of slim- 
sparred gyassas and the little street of box-and-mat 
built Greek shops marked the beginning of a town. 
As railway terminus, for tins year at present, an 
American might almost call it the queen city of the 
Sudan. Only for the present it must be a city with- 
out native population ; lor the inhabitants of this reach 
are very lew, and subsist ou precarious subsidies paid 
them for protecting each other against the raids of 
the dervish. 

Among the craft at the riverside the first you 
noticed was the gunboat. White, with tall black 
funnel amidships, deck above dock and platform top- 
ping platform, it looked more like a building than u 
warship. Piut for all their many storeys the.se gun- 
boats draw only some two feet of water, while Uie 
loftiness of tho gun-platforms enables them to search 
the highest bauk at the lowest state of Nile. Ahead 
on the uppermost deck points tho hungry muzzle of 
a gun; there are a couple more amidships, and a 
couple of Maxims ou a dizzy shaking platform higher 
yet. 

Tho war fleet at this time counted three stern- 
whcolors — the Z«fir (Commnudor Keppcl, E.N.), Fatfia 
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(Lieutenant Beatty, Tt.N.), and Nasa (Lieutenant Hood, 
II.N.) Three more — the Mcd^h (King), Svltm, and 
Sheikh — were down the river, waiting for their sec- 
tions to be put together against high Nile. Fort 
Atbara was the Portsmouth of the Sudan: one of 
Captain Keppel’s sq^uadron always lay there, taking 
a week in its turn to rest and repair anything 
needful. The other two would he always up the 
river — one cruising off Shendi, and the other patrol- 
ling the seventy miles of river between. If neces- 
sary the boats could run past Shendi, forty miles 
more, to Shabluka, so that they acted as reconnoitring 
parties more than a hundred miles from the most 
advanced military post. 

Naval operations have played a part in Sudan 
warfare ever since Gordon’s time: was not “tlie 
Admiral ” himself on Beresford’s Zajia through those 
famous - infamous days which saw the tantalising 
tragedy of Khartum ? Here, as elsewhere, the 
Sirdar has gathered up the experience of the past 
and brought it to full development. Everybody told 
him that ho would never get the gunboats over the 
Fourth Cataract : a general who had been there in 
the Wolscley days delivered a lecture demonstrating 
unmercifully the mad impossibility of the scheme. A 
day or two after tlie Sirdar sent the boats over. To 
he sure one turned turtle in the attempt, and a naval 
lieutenant was lishod nut three-quarters drowned, and 
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two Egyptians had to he cut out through the bottom 
of the boat. Yet here were three vessels steaming up 
and down unperturbed, right under Mahmud’s nose. 
The value of their servicos it would be c[nite impos- 
sible to exaggerate : they wore worth all the rest of the 
Intelligence Department put together. From their 
reports it was known that the dervishes had crossed to 
Shendi and were coming down tho river. Moreover, 
you may imagine that officers of her Majesty’s navy did 
not confine their activity to looking on. A day or two 
before this Mahmud had been transferring his war 
material in barges from Metemmeh to Shendi. 
Knowing tho ways of “the devils,” as thoy amiably 
call the gunboats, he had entrenched a couple of hun- 
dred riflemen to cover the crossing. But one boat 
steamed cheerfully up to the bank and turned on the 
Maxima, while the other sunk one nuggar and captured 
two. A fourth lay in quite shallow water under the 
very muzzles of the dervish rifles, But on each boat 
are carried about half a company of Egyptian troops 
with a white officer. While the Maxims poppled 
away above them, the detachment — it was of the 15th 
Egyptians on this occasion — ^landed and cut out the 
nuggar before its owners’ eyes. With men capable of 
snob things as this about on the river, it was only by 
drilling a hole in the bottom of their boats and sink- 
ing them during the day that tho dervishes could 
keep any craft to cross the river in at all. 


F 
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The second day alj 'Fort Atbara I sto'pped out after 
lunch, and there were two white sweltering gunboats 
instead of one. Everybody who had nothing else to 
do hurried as fast as the heat would let them down to 
the river. There the first thing they saw was an 
angareb being laboriously guided ashore by four native 
soldiers : on it lay a white man. He was a sergeant 
of marines, shot in the log while directing the fire of 
the forward Maxim. " The devils have hit me,” they 
said he cried oirt, with justly indignant surprise as he 
felt the bullet, then jumped to the gun and turned it 
himself on the quarter the shot came from. That was 
in the early morning ; now he was very pale and a 
little limp, but smiling. Then came down the doctor 
hastily. “Didn’t I say he wasn’t to be brought 
ashore?” he said. "All right, sir,” answered the 
wounded man, still resolutely smiling ; “ I expect I’m 
in for hospital anyhow.” And away to hospital they 
bore him, for the boat would be up river again by 
dawn the next day. 

Meantime the detachment of soldiers were stepping 
ashore with cheerful grins. It was easy to see how 
valuable was this gunboat work in giving the 
Egyptians confidence. True, they had lost one man 
wounded and had a few chips knocked off the stern- 
wheel ; but had they not landed at Aliab — thirty miles 
from Eort Atbarar— driven off the dervishes, and 
captured donkeys and loot? The loot was being 
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unladen at bho moment — ^an angarcb or Iwo and odd 
garments, especially many bundles of rongb riverside 
hay. “Take that up to my old horse,” said the 
lieutenant in command, satisfaction in his tones. “ Is 
there any polo this afternoon ? ” 

It was hard to say whether this work best suited 
the young naval ofliccr or the young naval ofllcer best 
suited the work, Steaming up and down the river in 
command of a sliip of his own, bombarding hero, 
reconnoitring there, landing elsewhere for a brush 
with the dervishes, and then again a little way farther 
to pick up loot, — the work liad all the charm of war 
and blockndo-rimuing and poaching eombined. If a 
dervish shell did happen to smash the wheel where 
would the boat he, perhaps seventy miles from any 
help? It was said the Sirdar was a little nervous 
about them, and to my inexperience it was a perpetual 
wonder that the boats came back from every trip. 
But somehow, thanks to just a dash of caution in their 
audacity, they always did come back. Impudently 
daring in attack, with a happy eye to catch the latest 
moment for retreat, they wero just the cutting -out 
heroes of one’s youth come trj life. They might have 
walked straight out of the ‘ Boy’s Own Paper.’ 

Kvery returning boat brought fresh nows of the 
advance. Dervishes at Aliab, even if not in force, 
could not but mean a moveraont towards attack. It 
was quite impossible to wear out the hospitality of 
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Fort Atbara, but duty began to wonder what tlie rest 
of the army was doing. So I recaptured my camel — 
peacefully grazing in the nearest area of dervish raid, 
and very angry at being called on to work after throe 
days of idleness -and bumped away north towards 
Pierber. 
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THM MAjaOll OUT. 

Alah for thu Ijerber season — for Llie sprightly proniiso 
of its budding, the swift tragedy of its blight ! 

It would have boon the most brilliant social year 
the town has over known. Berber is peculiarly fitted 
for fashiouablo display : its central street would hold 
four Eegent Streets abreast, and the low mud walls, 
with one-storeyed mud-houses just peeping over them, 
make it look wider yet. On this magnificent avenue 
the merchant princes of Berber display their rich 
emporia. Mortimer, Angelo, Walker, and half-a-dozen 
ending in -poulo, had brought caravans over the 
desert from Suakim, until you could buy oysters and 
asparagus, table-napkins and brilliantuie, in the 
middle of the Sudan. Then there are the cafh , — 
“Officers’ Club and Mineral Waters" is the usual 
title of a Sudan caf4 , — where you could drink mastik 
and kinds of whisky, and listen to limpid streams of 
modern Greek from the mouths of elegants who shave 
twice and even three times a-week. There at sun- 
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down sail the native ollioers on chairs heiore the door, 
every hreast bright with the ribbons of hard victoriotis 
campaigns, talking their ancestral Turkish and drink- 
ing drinks not contemplated by the Koran. There 
were live regiments in garrison, and more outside; 
the town was alive with generals, and the baud played 
nightly to the Sirdar’s dinner. 

There was flavour in the sensation of sitting at 
dinner under the half-daylight of the tropic moon, 
kicking up bluek- brown sand, looking into a little 
yard with an uiifeiiced sixty-foot undrinkable well in 
one corner and u heat-aenined mud wall all round it, 
and listening to a full military orchestra wailing for 
the Swaiieu Eibbcr, or giggling over the sorrows of 
Mr Gus Elen’s friend, who somehow never folt ’isself 
at ’ome. For myself, I was just boginuiag to bo very 
much at home indeed. It was a splendid house to 
share among three, one of the most palatial in Berber 
— two rooms as high as an English double-storeyed 
villa, doorway you could drive a liausom through, two 
window-holes in one room and one in the other, bricks 
of the finest quality of Nile mud, and roof of mats 
that never let in a single sunbeam. A fine house ; and 
we had further embellished it with two tables — they 
cost a couple of pounds apiece, timber and carpenters 
being scarce in Berber — ^five shelves, a peg, and eight 
cane - bottomed bedroom chairs, brought across the 
desert in sections. In a fortnight our entertainments 
would have been the talk of Berber, and now 
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To -night the High Street was as hare and bald, 
Berber as desolate and forlorn, as old Berber itself. 
Old Berber, you must know, is the Berber which was 
before the Mahdists came and took it and besomed 
it with throe days’ massacre. It stands, or totters, 
some half mile south of the present dervish-built town. 
Palms spread their sunshades over it, and it is em- 
bosomed in the purple-pink flower, white-green bush, 
and yellow-green fruit of Sodom apples. At a dis- 
tance it is cool luxury ; ride into it, and it is only the 
sun-dried skeleton of a city. In what was once the 
bazaar the bones are thickest: here are the omiity 
sockets out of which looked the little shops — all silent, 
crumbling, and broken. Altogether there are acres 
and acres of Old Berber — quite dead and falling away, 
not a single soul in the whole desolation. But when 
the Egyptian army first came last year there were 
bodies — ^bodies left thirteen years unburied, and dry 
wounds yawning for vengeance. 

Hew Berber to-day was hardly less forlorn. On 
the morning of March 15, the few passengers down 
the High Street all carried arms. Here was a man 
on a fleet camel: he would have sold it the day be- 
fore for £20; now no price would tempt lus Arab 
covetousness into parting with his possible salvation. 
Here strodo a tall man with white gown kilted up 
above black legs; ho carried a Eemington rifle, and 
with his free haiul pushed before him a donkey bear- 
ing a bundle and a bed. An angurcb is the first 
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luxury of the Sudan: Egyptian soldiers, when an- 
garebs arc looted, can hardly be restrained from 
taking them away on their backs. This man was 
removing wardrobe and furniture together on one 
donkey. Down at the riverside every boat was busy j 
the natives were crossing over to the islands and to 
the western bank. Down at the landing-stage, three 
miles north of the town, where the hospital was and 
the post-office, and whither the telegraph was now 
removed, the 1st Battalion, now to form all the garri- 
son of Berber, was building a fort. 

And in their stores and ea,f4% in the Iligh Street, 
with twitching faces, sat the Q-rcoks. They explained 
in half -voices that they could not move thoir stock 
because they had 400 camol-loads, aud there wore }iot 
ten camels to be bought in all Berber. They com- 
mented ou the strange strategy that aims at beating 
the enemy rather than at protecting property. They 
even made a deputation to the Sirdar ou the point ; 
but his ExceBenoy pursued Ins own plan, and merely 
served out Eemingtous to the traders. Whereat the 
Greeks pointed out that the rihes and a few cases of 
wine and tinned meat against their doors would make 
them impregnable ; and then fell to twitching again. 

What it was all about, nobody among the outsiders 
knew. But we presumed that the gradual crescendo 
of intelligence as to the dervish advance had resulted 
in the decision that it was better to be in position too 
early than too late. The Sirdar left early on the 15thj 
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tlio greater part oi tlio garrison — Macdonald’s fighting 
brigade of blacks — had cleared the town the evening 
before and marched for Keuur, the point of concen- 
tration, when the moon rose at one in the morning. 
I saw the start of the 9th, the first black battalion 
raised ; and fine as are many of our llritisli regiments, 
these made them look very small. The Sudanese 
battalions, as has been said, are enlisted for life, and 
every black, wherever ho may be found, is liable, as 
such, for service. I have seen a man who was with 
Maximilian in Mexico, in the Eiusso - Turkish War, 
across Africa with Stanley, and in all the later 
Egyptian campaigns, and who marches with his 
regiment yet. However old the black may be, he 
has the curious faculty of always looking about eigh- 
teen: only when you thrust your eyes right in his 
face do you notice that he is a wrinkled great-grand- 
father of eighty. But always he stands as straight as 
a lance. 

Not that the 9th average that age, 1 take it ; or it 
they do, it does not matter. Then heiglit must 
average easily over si-x feet. They are willowy in 
figure, and their logs run to spindle-shanks, almost 
ridiculou.sly ; yet as they formed uj) on parade tlicy 
moved not only with the scope that comes trom 
length of limb, but the snap of self - controlled 
strength as well. 

They love their soldiering, do tlio blacks, and Lake it 
very seriously. When they stood at attention they 
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inightj have been rows of black marble aLaluefa, all 
alUie as in the ancieni temples, filling up tho little 
square of crumbling mud walls with a hole in its 
corner, so typical of the Berber landscape. Then tho 
English colonel snapped out something Turkish : in an 
instant the lines of each company had become fours ; 
all turned with a dick ; the band crashed out a 
march — ^barbaric Ethiopian, darky Americau, or Eng- 
lish music-hall, it is aU the same to the blacks — and 
out swimg the regiment. They moved olf by com- 
panies through a narrow alloy, and there lay four new- 
killed goats, the sand lapping their blood. Every 
officer rode, evexy man stepped, over the luck token ; 
they would never go out to fight without it. Then 
out into the main street, every man stepping like a 
conqueror, the band Idaiiug war at their head ; with 
each company a little flag — blue, black, white, amber, 
or green, or vermilion — on a spear, and half-way down 
the column tho colour the Camerons gave them when 
they shared the glory of Ginnis. Boys trailed behind 
them, and their women, running to keep up, shot after 
them the thin screams that kindle Sudanese to victory. 
A black has been known to kill himself because his 
wife called him a coward, To me the sight of that 
magnificent regiment was a revelation. One has got 
accustomed to associate a black skin with something 
cither slavish or comicah Erom their faces these men 
might have been loafing darkies in South Carolina or 
minstrels in St James’s Hall. But in the smartness 
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of every niovomeufc, iii tlio i)ride of every private’s 
bearing, what a wonderful difference ! This was quite 
a new kind of black — every man a warrior from his 
youth up, " Lu-u-u, lu-ii-u,” piped the women ; tlio 
men held up their lieads and made no sound, but you 
could see the answer to that a]}pcal quivering all down 
the column. For “ we,” they say, “ are like the English ; 
we arc not afraid.” 

And is it not good to think, ladies and gentlemen, 
as you walk in Piccadilly or the Mile End Eoad, tliat 
every one of these iiiggera honestly believes that to be 
English and to know fear are two things never heard 
of together? Utterly fearless themselves, savages 
brought up to thiuk death in battle the natural lot of 
man, far preferable to defeat or disgrace, they have 
lived with English ollicers and English sergeants, 
through years of war and ijestilence, and never seen 
any sign that these are not as contemptuous of death 
as themselves. They have seen many Englishmen die ; 
tliey have never seen an Englishman show fear. 
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I’UE UOHGENTJJATION. 

At tlie time I waa disposed to blame the Moss Presi- 
dent, but on calm reflection I see that the fault lay 
with the nature of the Ai-ab. We knew that the 
yirdar was to start early on the 15th on tho oighteen- 
inile ride to Keuur, and it was our purpose to travel 
shortly behind him. Tho only restrictions, 1 may say 
at once, laid upon correspondents during this cainpaign 
were that they were not to go out on reconnaissaneos, 
and especially not to go near tho Sirdar. They were 
advised not to stand in front of the firing line during 
general actions, but even this was not insisted upon. 
It did indeed require a fair deal of tact and agility to 
keep out of the Sirdar’s eye, since his Excellency had 
a wearing habit of always appearing at any point 
where there was anything of interest going on. Cut 
practice soon brought proficiency, and for tho rest the 
correspondent, except when he had to work, enjoyed 
by far the most enviable position in the army. 

Therefore we had planned to start as soon as the 
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f5irdar wa? out of sight, and arrive juat after ho had 
disappeared into hia quarters. We rose up at five and 
gloomily began to dismantle our home. Wo carted 
the tahle.s and the chairs into the yard ; we tore down 
the very shelves ; who could tell when they would not 
ho useful ? By .seven breakfast was over ; the horses 
and camels were grouped around our door in tho High 
Street ; tlio bags and cases were fastened up and lying 
each on tho right side of its right enamel. There was 
nothing left hut the chairs and the tables and tho 
.shelves and a hneket, and the breakfast thing.s and a 
case to put them in. At eight T went out to see how 
things were looking; they were looking exactly the 
same, a question of precedence having arisen a.s to 
whose duty it was to rvash np. At nine they were 
still the same, and we expostulated with tlie men; 
they said they were jnst ready. At ten the chairs 
and tables and breakfast things and camels were still 
lying ahnut, and the men had disappeared. At eleven 
they had not returned. At twelve they condescended 
to return, and, adjourning the que.stion of washing up, 
began pacldng the breakfast things dirty. At this 
point each man .separately wa.s called a dog, fmed 
a pound, and promised fifty lashes. They received the 
judgment with surprised and wounded but respectful 
expostulation : what had they done ? They had merely 
been in tho bazaar a very little while, 0 thou Excel- 
lency, to hny fond. By this time wo were getting 
hungry ; so, rather than delay tho loading up, wo went 
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to a Greek mfi and Innehed on ptomained sardines 
and vinegar out of a Graves bottle. Wlicn vye got 
back things wore exactly as we had loft them: the 
men suavely explained that they had been lunching 
too. At last at half-past one every camel had been 
loaded and stood up ; and then it was discovered that 
all the chairs were being left behind. It became 
necessary to catch camels one by one, climb up them, 
and, standing on neck or hump, to lie two chairs 
apiece on to them. While the second was being done, 
the first walked away and rubbed himself against a 
wall, and knocked his chairs off again. Every one of 
the men ni&hed at him with furious yells ; the second 
camel, left to himself, waddled up to the wall with an 
absent-minded air, and rubbed off his chairs. 

At this point — about two in the afternoon, six hours 
after the contemplated start — human nature eould 
bear it no longer. With curses and blows wo told 
them to follow immediately if they valued their lives, 
and rode on. That was all they wanted. Looking 
back after a hundred yards we saw every camel loaded 
up and starting. If we had stayed behind we should 
never have got off that night. If we had ridden on 
six hours before we should not have been delayed. 
One time is as good as another to the Arab as long as 
he feels that he is wasting it. Give him half an hour 
and he will take an hour ; allow him six hours and he 
will req^uire twelve. 

But of course by this time it was hopeless to expect 
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that the baggage would make eighteen miles by dark. 
At Essillem, a dozen miles out, we found Colonel 
Maxwell’s brigade with all its baggage packed, waiting 
only camels to move on too. At Darmali wo found 
exactly the same state of things. General Gatacre’s 
never-failing hospitality produced dinner, after which 
we fell in with the disposition of the rest of the army, 
and waited for camels too. At ten, just as we were 
going to sleep in the sand in the middle of the main 
street of the village, they loafed up. very cheerful, and 
feeling quite sure that they would be neither fined 
nor flogged. Had they not covered thirteen miles in 
a trifle under eight hours ? 

Then suddenly I was awake again, at the shy meet- 
ing of a quarter-moon and dawn. The beginning of 
what I knew, after my boy came to my chilly bed- 
chamber under a wall and said reveille was about to 
sound, was a monstrous confusion of camels. You 
could see that the ground was strewn with vague, 
shapeless, swaying lumps, with smaller, more agile 
shadows crawling over them. What they were was 
very plain from the noises: the cameLs had arrived. 
Tlie camel, when it is a question of either working or 
leaving off work — so magnificently impartial is his 
stupidity — can prote.st in any voice from a wolf’s snarl 
to the wail oi' an uncomforted child. As each camel 
was loaded it jerked up its towering height and tower- 
ing load — one of ours this time, I blush to say, was 
two sacks of barley, a deal table, and all the eight. 
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caiie-boltomed chairs, waving their legs at the moon ; 
and a weirdly disreputable .sight it was — and then it 
was the next camel’s turn to howl. It is a wonderful 
sight camels being loaded up, with buckets and table- 
legs and baths and tea-kettles, hung round them as if 
they wore Christmas-trees ; but one soon lias enough 
of it. So T loft them trying to eat the hospital stores, 
and rodo slowly out into the twibght. 

Outside the zariba a heavy black snake was forging 
slowly along the desert road ; when I came nearer it 
changed into a centipede; then the centipede had a 
Idlt on, and finally it divided into tlie Cameron High- 
landers. In front of them were the Warwicks, behind 
them the Maxim battery — four guns with carriages 
and three mules tandem, two on tripod.s and one mule 
to carry the whole gun — and the Lincolns ; the whole 
brigade was on the march. Only seventy-five men of 
each regiment remained, to their indignation, as guard 
for the stores thfit the camels mu.st make a second 
journey to fetch. As for the heavy baggage, that was 
put in the houses of the village and left to its fate. 
Officers started with 30-lb. kit, and men with 9-lb. 
Scarcity of camels perhaps justified the abandonment, 
hut with the thermometer already 100° in the shade, it 
meant a lot of hardship. 

After a month and a half of Grencral Gatacro, five 
miles with rifle and ammunition and 9-lb. kit is very 
much the same to the British soldier as walking down- 
stairs to breakfast is to you. They were jrrst getting 
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into their stride when the sun rose. The orange ball 
stepped up over the desert sky-line briskly and all in 
one piece, plainly intending to do a good day’s work 
before he lay down again — and behold, we were at 
Kenur. Behold, also, the Sirdar’s flag, white star and 
crescent on red, borne by one of three orderlies. Be- 
fore it rode the Sirdar himself, in white apparel, finsh 
and cool, also like one who has his work before him 
and knows how it is done, and means to do it. The 
British halted. There was a word and a rattle, and 
the battalions which had been formed in one long 
column, four abreast, were marching off at right angles 
in columns of a company apiece. In no apace and 
no time the whole brigade had tucked itself away 
and taken up its quarters. And hardly had the 
British left the road clear than in swung the second 
black brigade from Essillem. 

These were different, many of them, from the lank 
soldiers of the 9th — short and stubby, plainly of other 
tribes ; but whether the black has seventy-eight inches 
or sixty, every one of them is a soldier. They tramped 
past with their untirable bands drumming and blow- 
ing beside them ; in a couple of hours they had cut 
their mimosa and made their zariba, and all the Der- 
vishes in the Sudan would not bo too many for them. 
The British, too, were out all day in the sun, at the 
same work, every man with his rifle on his hack. It 
had warmed up a little more now — though 100" in 
the diy Sudan is not near so hot as it would bo in 

G 
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England — but the British btnck to their work like 
men, and their zariba, a word unknown to them two 
months back, was every bit as straight, and thick, and 
prickly as the natives’. 

And now wo were concentrated, and only waited for 
them to come on. And, wonderful beyond all hope, 
they were coming on. The indispensable gunboats, 
tirelessly patrolling the river, kept the Sirdar fully 
informed of everything. On Shebaliya Island, forty 
miles south of the Atbara, they had slung an angareb 
aloft between a couple of spars. The Dervishes’ route 
led within twelve hundred yards of it. There they 
passed everlastingly — men, women, and children; 
horses, goats, and donkeys, singing and braying, flying 
their banners, thrumming their war-drums, booming 
their melancholy war -horn. And on the angarob, 
under an umbrella, sat a man and counted them. 
There was reason to hope that they were little short 
of 20,000. 

Conformably with the traditions of the gunboat 
service, things did not stop at counting. On the 13th 
Bimhashi Sitwell and a section of the 4th Egyptians 
landed from the Fatlm, Lieutenant Beatty’s boat, and 
attacked a large force which had crossed to the island. 
There were about 1000 Dervishes and 40 Egyptians, 
but neither of the united services saw anything 
iiregtilar in the proceedings. In face of the swarm 
of enemies Bimhashi Sitwell led his men into a ditch, 
whence they kept up a steady fire. Suddenly ho felt 
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a tremendous blow on his shoulder; he thought one 
of tlie soldiers had lot his rifle out of hand, but turn- 
ing round to swear, found himself on his back. Tlieu 
he heard the voice of Lieutenant Beatty, E-N. : “ It’S 
all right," it said ; “ we're doing 'em proper." “ Make 
it so,” he replied nautically, and then, hearing a new 
burst of fire from Llio right, “ You’d better order up n 
few more file, and turn them out of that." The next 
thing he knew, after the blank, was that they were 
turned out of that, and that 38 of them were dead, 
which was very nearly one each for the 40 Egyptians. 

Bimbashi Sitwell had a well-furnislied pair of fIiouI- 
ders. The bullet ran through both, but missed the 
spine. Four days after, bo was receiving visitors at 
Fort Atbara in pyjamas and a cigarette. Which was 
a happy issue to perhaps the most staggeringly auda- 
cious of all the audacities perpetrated by the gunboats 
on the Nile. 
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The first thing I saw o£ the social life of Kenur was 
the Press censor shaving himself ; he said that any- 
body might talco any quarters that nobody else had 
taken. As he spoke my eye fell on a round tukl 
between the Sirdar’s quarterB, the Oensoi’s, and the 
telegraph tent — plainly an ideal residence for corre- 
spondents. It appeared empty. True, it was not 
much bigger than a ’bus driver’s umbrella; but you 
could just get three men and a table into it. It 
would do very well for to-day: to-morrow wo ex- 
pected to fight. As it turned out, we stayed at Kenur 
four days, during which the tukl contracted hourly, 
till in the end it seemed nearly half big enough for one 
person. Moreover, it turned out to be tenanted after 
all — by enormous bees, which had dug out the inside 
of the wooden framework till the whole place was one 
large hive. Honour and prudence alike seemed to call 
for an attack on them. But on reflection I pointed 
out that the truest courage lay in sitting quite still 
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when a large bee settled an the back of your neck, and 
that the truest precaution lay in smoking tobacco. 
So we sat down quite still and smoked tobacco for 
four days. 

Kcnur was like all the villages in tliis ^mri of the 
world, ouly if }iosaiblc longer. All arc built along 
the Nile, that the inhabitants may Inive as short a 
way as possible to go for water: Kenur was from two 
to throe inile.s long, and the camp stretched the whole 
length of it. lietwoen the camp and the river was 
nearly a mile of hind once cultivated, now overgrown 
with Sodom apples. Nervous critics iroiuted out that 
dervishes might attack the long line of the zariba, 
and slip in between the force and its water. But 
moat people knew that nothing of the sort would 
happen. The Sirdar is not the man to wait to be 
attacked, and the long, open camp was beautifully 
adapted for briuging out the whole army in fighting- 
line at a momeut’s notice. 

The first afternoon at Kenur was enlivened by the 
advent of the tir.st four companies of the SeaforLhs. 
They came by steamer, smiling all over, from colonel 
to private, to find they were in time. Down by the 
river to meet them was an enormous hand drawn from 
all the blacks, liristliug with luiU'-jocose, half-ferocious 
swagger as the darlings always are. The Seaforlhs 
formed up into column, decp-chcsted, upstanding, un- 
deniable, a delight to look upon ; the Sirdar foil in by 
the colonel, the band began to wail out “Hieland 
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Laddie” and “Annie Lanrio,” and anything else it 
thought would make them feel at home, and off they 
swung towards the southern horn of the zariba. All 
round it they marched, every regiment, white, black, 
and yellow, lining the route in its turn, following its 
colonel in “Hip, hip, hip, hurrah!” Does not every 
native soldier know that the Highlanders have sworn 
to wear no trousers till they put them on in Khartum ? 

The second lour companies came in next day, with 
an equal ear-splitting. Colonel Lewis’s brigade at 
Fort Atbara was only live miles off, connected by 
telegraph, so that now we wore complete. Meanwhile 
the days at Kenur wore not wasted — days seldom are 
with the Sirdar about. Every moruing at half-past 
six or so the whole force paraded and manoeuvred. 
The first day’s exercise was an attack in line, British 
on the right, Maxwell’s in the centre, Macdonald’s on 
the left. The two latter used the attack formation of 
the Egyptian army — four of each battalion’s six com- 
panies in line and two in support The British had 
three battalions in line and the four companies of the 
Seaiorths in support; on each flank were guns, and 
the extreme battalion in each case was in column of 
companies. This was the formation in which the 
Sirdar advanced on Dongola in ’96, except that the 
place of the flanking columns was there taken on the 
right by the cavalry — who now were of course recon- 
noitring all day — and on the left by the Nile with 
the gunboats. 
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The next day the force manoeuvred in brigade 
squares in echelon, and the day after formed one 
square of the whole army, skeleton companies repre- 
senting the Third Brigade. It was in the first of these 
formations that wo did all the subsequent marching 
up the Atbara — a stately spectacle. On the right, 
and leading, was the British brigade — an advancing 
ware of desort-coloured kliaki, with a dash of dark 
for the kills of the Higlilauders. Tliey marched in 
columns of fours, that heii^ a handy and flexihlo for- 
mation, and easily kept in Hue : the olBcor has only 
to see that four men are keeping a proper front with 
the rest of the brigade instead of fifty ; and at the 
word all can wheel up into line in less than a minute. 
Next, leftward and clear in rear, so that an attack on 
its front or the British flank would meet a cross-lire, 
marched Maxwell’s brigade. Leftward and in rear 
of that came Macdonald. The Egyptian forces, march- 
ing in line for the front and rear of the square, 
and in column for its flanks, and liaving darker uni- 
form, made a denser blotch on the desert than the 
British. But dark or light, when you looked along 
the force it was tremendous, going forward wave by 
wave irresistibly, devoimiig the desert. 

Thus, on the morning of Sunday, March 20, the 
force broke up from Kenur. The camp wont wild, 
for the news said that Mahmud was actually on the 
Atbara at last. IIo had seized Hudi ford, it was said, 
seven miles from the junction of the rivers ; and to 
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Hudi we were to tnarcli straight across the deseit. The 
Intelligence Department more than half disbelieved 
the native stories. The native has no words for dis- 
tance and number but “ near ” and “ far,” “ few ” and 
“many ” ; “near” may bo anything within twenty miles, 
while " many ” ranges from a hundred to a hundred 
thousand, llowever we marched — eleven miles at 
two miles an hour, in a choking sand-storm that 
muffled the sun to a pale winter moon, till at three in 
the afternoon we stiiick the liver at Iludi. Here we 
found three battalions of Lewis’s brigade, the IBth 
being left to garrison Fort Atbara; but devil a 
dervish. 
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OJ^ TnJS ATBAIIA. 

tJoMlNO down to the Atbara alter tlio desert was like 
entering the gates of heaven. To you in England, 
fields pulsing with greeu wheat and gardens aflame 
with tulips, it might have seemed faded. To us it 
was paradise. 

The north bauk drops twenty feet plumb to the 
sky-blue river. A stone’s -throw across, the other 
bank is splashed with grass that struggles against 
jaundice; but it is real grass, and almost greenish, 
and after the desert we are very grateful for it. Be- 
yond that shelve.s a bare white-brown beach, thirsty 
for flood-time; beyond that a wall of white-green 
new-fledged mimosa topped with turrets of palm. 
Over it all the intense blue canopy of midday, the 
fires of sunset, or the black roof of midnight pierced 
with innumerable slurs, so white and clear that you 
almost hold up yo\ir hand to touch them — it was 
worth a couple of marches of sand-storm to come 
into such a land. 
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Our side, too, was thick with mimosa and dom- 
palm, and tufted with grass — great coarse bunches, 
mostly as thick as straw and as yellow; but a few 
blades maintained a bloodless green, and horses and 
camels went without their sleep to tear at them. The 
camels eat the mimosa too — elsewhere a bush that 
grows thorns and little yellow honey-breathing fluff- 
balls, but on tho fruitful Atbara a cedar-spreading 
tree, with young leaves like an acacia’s. The camels 
rear up their affected heads, and ecstatically scrunch 
thorns that would run any other beast’s tongue 
through ; their lips drop blood, but they never noti(jB 
it. And the blacks eat the dom-nuts — things like 
petrified prize apricots, whose kernel makes vegetable 
ivory, and whose husks, they say, taste like ginger- 
bread; though, having no ore-ci-usher in my kit, I 
caunot speak to that. Eut lanky Sambo was never 
tired of shying at them as they clustered just above 
the dead leaves and just below the green, and Private 
Atkins lent a hand with enthusiasm. Then Sambo 
would grin all round his head and crack the flinty 
things between his shining teeth, and Thomas would 
stand staring at him, uncertain whether he was a 
long-lost brother-iu-arms or something out of a circus. 

They might well chew mimosa, and halfa-grass, 
and doni-nuts, for even on the river wo were in a 
desert. We marched and camped in an utterly empty 
land. Atbara banks are green, birds whistle and coo 
in the tree-tops, now and again a hare switchbacks 
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aurosa the line of march ; but along all the river there 
was not one living man. Here on the ALbara there 
were but rare traces of population — a few stones, half 
buried, standing for salt-workings, or a round, half 
washed-out mud-bank for a wall. 

In the empty Nile villages their bones were long 
ago gnawed white by jackals and hyenas, their sons 
were speared and thrown into tho river, their wives 
and daughters led away to the harems of Omdurman. 
It is good land for the Sudan in this corner of the 
two rivers, worth, in places, perhaps as much as a 
penny an acre; and the Khalifa has swept it ijuite 
clean, and left it quite soulless. 

And soulless it seemed to stay. We slept one 
night at Hudi in a sand-floored quadrangle of zariba, 
and you could hear the men expecting battle through 
their sleep. Next day, still looking to see black heads 
and spears rise over every sky-line, we marched to 
Ena el Hudi, six miles farther. Both Hudis were 
fords over the Athara, and where one ended the 
other began : as tlie river was already nearly all ford, 
and the whole place contained not a single hnt, 
you could call anywhere anything you liked. That 
same day (March 21st) the cavalry found the enemy. 
Perhaps it would be more strictly correct to say that 
the enemy found them: they were halted and dis- 
mounted when the Dervish horse suddenly attacked 
the sentries. The troopers were in their saddles and 
out at tho enemy smartly enough, and after a short 
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scuffle the Dervishes sheered off into the hush. The 
cavalry lost seven troopers killed and eight wounded, 
of whom two died next day. These were the first 
fatalities of the campaign. 

Next day, the hulk of the force remaining in Has 
Hudi camp, a stronger reconnaissance went out — all tho 
cavalry, with Maxims and the 13th Sudanese in sup- 
port. Just as we wore sitting down to breakfast wo 
hoard heavy firing up river. On the sound rang out 
bugles; syeca could be seen frantically slamming 
saddles on to horses, and tugging them over to the 
Sirdar’s headquarters. Ten seconds later the whole 
force was getting under arms. I pushed a tinned 
sausage down my throat and a biscuit into my holster, 
looked that my water-bottle was both full and woU- 
corkod — of course it was neither — and blundered 
through tussocks and mimosa - thorns out of camp. 
Already the long columns of khaki were combining 
into brigade-squares ; in a matter of minutes the army 
was riveted together and rolling majestically over the 
swaying desert towards the firing. This time, by a 
variation on the usual order, Macdonald’s brigade was 
on the right, its front level with Gatacre’s, while Max- 
well was echeloned on the left, and Lewis in support : 
the reason for this was that half a mile of hush fringed 
the Atbara, and the blacks were expected to bo handier 
in it than the Eritish. So we marched and marched. 
Tho British officers had had no breakfast, hut they 
were used to that by now : officers and men — white, 
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black, and brown — all tingled with the exultant anti- 
cipation of battle. At last, four miles or so out of 
camp, we halted before a mile -wide slope of stony 
gravel — a God-sent field of fire. On the brow we 
could see a picket of cavalry: presently a rider 
detached himself, and came bucketing towards the 
Sirdar’s flag. The order was given to load, and the 
sigh of contentment could be heard above the clatter 
of locks. It had come at last I 

But it hadn’t. We had noted it as ominous that no 
more firing had beckoned us as we advanced. The 
reconnaissance and the fight alike seemed to have 
faded in front of us like a mirage. The sun was 
getting hot overhead: to go on indefinitely without 
any kind of baggage was not to be thought of. ” Eiso 
up, men, and prepare to go home,” came the reluctant 
order. The army rose up and faced about, and cursed 
its way into camp again. It turned out afterwards 
that the enemy’s cavalry had appeared in force, and 
that ours led them back to the 13th. Collinson Bey 
formed square, and gave them a volley or two at half 
a mile or so. A few Dervishes came out of their 
saddles ; and that was all, for they fell back and re- 
appeared no more. 

After that came to-morrow and to-morrow and to- 
morrow. Some days there was a little shooting, other 
days there was not ; and wo in camp heard and saw 
nothing in either ease. Every morning one or two 
native hattalions with Maxims wont out, support- 
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ing the cavalry. They weat out about three, and 
frizzled through morning, midday, and afternoon at a 
genial spot called Khor Abadar, five or six miles out : 
a khor is a dry desert watercourse, hut this one was no 
more — nor less — than about a mile of what looked like 
rather rough sea solidified into clay. Having frizzled 
duly there all day, they would swing in again at seven 
or so, striding into camp bolt upright and with a 
jaunty snap, as if they had been out a quarter of an 
hour for a constitutional. You could always tell when 
the reconnaissance was coming in by the rolls of dust 
that blotted out the camp. At the corner where they 
stepped inside the zariba, Blackfriars on a Noveniber 
night was midday to it. You caught at a blade fuoe 
and the top of a shonldered rille floating past from one 
eye to the other; you felt, rather than beheld, a loom- 
ing horse-head and lance-butt over your shoulder. 
You neither saw nor heard, but were aware of regi- 
ments and squadrons as in the dream of a dog-sleep. 
And as lazy day sweated after lazy day, the whole 
camp and the whole army began to dim into the 
phantom of a dream. The vivacious, never-sleepy 
bugles became a singing in your ear, the ripple of sun 
on bayonets was spots before the eyes, the rumour of 
the ctouching enemy was the echo of a half-remembered 
fairy tale very, very far away. 

Yor, to bo quite truthful, during that long succes- 
sion of to-morrows at Eas el Hudi, nobody quite knew 
where the Dervishes were. It was quite certain they 



WAITING THE ENEMT. 


Ill 


were somewliore near, for their cavalry was seen 
almost daily; and they must be camped on the 
Atbara, for there was nowhero else whence they 
could get water. We were quite confident that tlicy 
were there, and that the fight was coming, and we 
invented all sorts of stories to explain their delay in 
coming on. They started down the Nile fast ; they have 
slacltened now — so we assnred ourselves — to wait for 
their rear-guard, or to reconnoitre, or to knock down 
dom-nuts, or for any of a thousand reasons, and we 
wore hero a day sooner than was necessary. A day 
too soon, of course, was nothing — or rather it would 
be nothing after we had fought ; at present an extra 
day certainly meant a little longer discomfort. You 
mu.st remember that the army was nearly 1400 miles 
from the sea, and about 1200 from any place that the 
tilings armies want could possibly come from. It had 
to be supplied along a sand -banked river, a single 
line of rail, which was carrying the material for its 
own construction as well, and various camel-tracks. 
That 13,000 men could ever have been brought into 
this hungry limbo at all shows that the Sirdar is the 
only English general who has known how to campaign 
in this country. The real enemy, ho has seen, is not 
the Dervishes, whom we have always beaten, but the 
Sudan itself. 

He was conquering it; but for the moment the 
Sudan had an opening, and began trying us rather 
high. Not me personally, who had three coraels 



112 


ON THE ATBABA. 


and two blankets and mneh tinned meat. To 
me and my likes the Sirdar’s refusal of transport — 
most natural and proper, after all — ^had been a bless- 
ing ; it had made correspondents self-supporting, and 
therewith rich. But for the moment the want of 
transport and Mahmud’s delay in coming on was hard 
on the troops — especially hard on the British brigade, 
and hardest of all on their officers. Officers and men 
came alike with one blanket and no overcoat. ITow 
you must know that, though the Sudan can be live 
coals by day, it can be aching ice by night. It is the 
healthiest climate in the world if you have shade at 
noon and many rugs an hour before reveille ; but if 
you have not, and especially if you happen to bo a 
kilted Highlander, it interferes with sleep. 

You must further remember that we loft Kenur 
with the intention of fighting next day or the 
next. The British took the expectation seriously; 
the Egyptian officers did not. "You see,” said one, 
“ I’ve been in this bally country five years ; so when 
I was told to bring two days’ kit, I brought a fort- 
night’s.” He was now sending his private camel back 
to Fort Atbara for more; the officers of the British 
brigade had no private camels. The officers had 
broirght only what could go into a haversack, which 
includes, roughly, soap and a sponge, and a tooth- 
brush and a towel, but not a clean shirt, nor a 
handkerchief, nor shaving-tackle; so that the gilded 
popinjays were a little tarnished just at present. One 
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of thorn said, most truly, that an English tramp in 
summer, with a sweet haystack to sleep under, and 
sixpence a-day for bread and cheese and beer at way- 
side inns, was out of reckoning better off than a 
British ofBcer on the banks of the Atbara. He slept 
on a pillow of dusty sand, which worked steadily into 
his hair; he got up in the middle of the night to 
patrol; then he lay down again and shivered. The 
men could sleep tliroo together under a triple layer of 
blanket ; the olficers must sleep each in his position 
on the flank or in the centre of his company. When 
ho got up in the morning he had nothing to shave 
with, and lucky if he got a wash. The one camel- 
load of mess stores was wellnigh eaten up by now; 
he received the same ration as the men. His one 
shirt was no longer clean ; he hardly dared pull out 
his one handkerchief ; ho wont barefoot inside his boots 
while his socks were being washed. And always — 
night or day, on fatigue or at leisure, relatively clean 
or unredeemedly dirty, when he had borrowed a shave 
and felt almost like a gentleman again, or when he 
lay with his head in the dust and the black private 
doubted whether ho should salute or not — his first 
])aternal thought was the wellbeing of his men. 

When we found Maliiuud he should pay for it. 
But in the meantime whore was he? There was a 
perpetual series of cavalry reconnaissances, and a 
perpetual stream of scallywags coming in from his 
camp. Any day from dawn to dark you might see 

H 
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half -clothed black men squatting before Colonel 
Wingate. Some were fairly fat; some were bags of 
bones. But all stated with one consent that they 
were hungry, and having received refreshment felt 
that they could do no less than tell Colonel Wingate 
such tidings as they conceived he would like to hear. 
There was no such thing as a place on the Atbara, 
as I have explained ; there were names on the map, 
but as they named nothing in particular you could 
put them anywhere you liked within ten miles or 
so. Also, there is no such thing as distance in the 
native mind, so that the native also could locate any- 
thing anywhere that seemed convenient. 

On the 27th BimbasM Haig reconnoitred the op- 
posite bank of the Atbara up to Manawi — say eighteen 
miles — and saw no trace of the enemy. Combining 
that fact with the precipitate from the scallywags' 
stories, we came to the conclusion that Mahmud and 
Osman were on the southern bank, somewhere near 
the spot marked on the map as Hilgi. It was believed 
that on the first news of the first cavalry contact they 
entrenched themselves there in a fonr-mile belt of 
scrub. Now General Hunter had made a reconnais- 
sance up the Atbara last winter as far as Adarama — 
indispensably informative it turned out — and the Staff 
know what sort of scrub it is. It is an impenetrable, 
llesh-tearing jungle of mimosa-spears and dom-palin , 
and stuinbly halfa-grass and hanging ropes of creeper : 
no army in the world conld possibly attack through it. 
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That being so, the Sirdar’s course appeared to be 
to wait at Eas el Hudi until Mahmud eame out. 
Hunger miglit bring him out — only as yet it had not. 
The more trustworthy of the deserters said that there 
was still a certain store of food. You must know 
that the Dervishes have honeycombed the Sudan with 
caches of buried grain: many have been found and 
opened by the Egyptian army, but it is possible 
that some remain to draw on. Moreover, men wlio 
were at Toski told how, in the starving army of 
Wad-cl-Nejumi, the %hLiug men were well fed 
enough; it was the women and the children and 
the followers whose ribs broke through the skin. 
The scallywags were starved, of course: that is why 
they came in, and being starved them.selvos they saw 
the whole army in like case. But it seemed by the 
best information that what with food they brought, 
and stores they found, and dom-nuts they knocked off 
the trees, the dervishes had a few days of fairly filled 
stomach before them yet. 

Then how to fetcli them out ? The situation called 
for a bold stroke, and the Sirdar answered it, after his 
wont, with a hold and safe one. On the morning of 
March 24 the 15th Egyptians left Fort Atbara in the 
three gunboats for Sheiidi. Left at Shendi were all 
the women of Mahmud’s force, and with his women 
gone the Sudani is only half a man. It might draw 
him and it niiglil not; it was worih trying. 
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I HAT) stepped out in the morning to pick fruit from 
the sanduik for breakfast. Tklow me, in the shallow 
river, a damson-skinnod black was bathing and wash- 
ing his white Friday olothns aud whistling " Tho 
British Grenadiers.” Tlie sun was just up; hut in 
the Sudan ho begins to blister things the moment ho 
is over the horizon. The snndiik lay on the south side 
of the north wall of our zariba. Greengages were 
glittering in tho young sunshine ; but to pull up mis- 
apprehension, I may as well say at once that savduk 
is the Arabic for provision-case, nnd that our green- 
gages glittered through gloss bottles. It may he that 
you wore never much attracted by bottled fruits. But 
they taste of fruit a good deal more than tinned ones ; 
and when yonr midday is six hours of solid 110 in 
the shade, you will find bottled fruits one of the 
things least impossible to eat that you are likely to 
get 

Therewith entered the Moss-President’s head camel- 
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man. He was a Jaali by tribe; his name meant 
“Powerful in the Paith”; and in this wilderness I 
liked to think that if he were not black, and had no 
moustache, and no razor-cut tribal marks on Ms cheeks, 
his tilled nose and smiling teeth, and erect, sprightly 
carriage would make him a rather pretty-ugly French 
girl. He approached Ms lord’s bed before tho tent 
door and pattered Arabic faster than I can keep up 
with. But the sum of his tale was this : that the raid 
on Shendi had been a great success, many Dervishes 
were slain, and many taken, with many women 
and children; that his fellow-Jaalin had done best 
part of the execution, and that the 15th Battalion was 
already back again at Fort Atbara 

Then let us go to Fort Atbara, said we, and hear all 
about it. Wo are going mouldy for want of exercise 
— and, to be quite open with you, the liquor famine 
here is getting grave. Last night the boy came up 
with a couple of bottles : " Only two wine more," said 
he, and mournfully displayed one Scrubbs’s Cloudy 
Ammonia — try it in your bath, but not in your 
drinking-cup — and one Elliman’s Embrocation. So 
saddle up ; it is 1000 to 5 against a fight here to-day, 
and it is better to sweat a-horseback in the desert 
oven-blast than fry in sand and camp-smells here. 

So the Mess-President and I picked our way over 
the spongy ground outside camp whore tho water lies 
in flood time, and then swung out, quarter of an hour 
canter and ten minutes walk, over tho hard sand and 
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gravel of llio desert. The way from J?ort Atbara was 
trodden already into a road as broad as Berber High 
Street, and almost as populous — now a white-under- 
clothed Jaali scallywag with a Eemington and a 
donkey, now a lolloping convoy of camels, now a 
couple of Greeks with stores. For the Jew, as we 
know him, is a child for commercial enterprise along- 
side the Sudan Greek. A Greek had his ovens going 
on Ferkee held before the last shot was fired; the 
moment the Suakim road was opened the Greek’s 
camels wore on it. The few English merchants here 
were hard and enterprising, and they had good stuff- 
only just when you wanted it, it was usually just a 
day’s journey away. The Greek gets his stuff up every- 
where: it is often inferior stuff', and he caravans it 
with a double-barrelled rifle on his shoulder and 
visions of Dervishes boliiud every mimosa bush ; but 
he gets it up. He charges high for it, but he deserves 
every piastre he gets. 

At Fort Atbara there stood already a small bazaar 
of tukls, and a pink .shirt -sleeved, black -stubble- 
chinned Greek in each among his wares. There we 
laid in every known liquor except claret and beer ; 
there we even got six dozen Pilsener-bottles of soda- 
water — of such are the privations of the Sudan. 
Most of the Greeks seemed to confine their energies 
to sardines, many degrees over proof. But one had 
planted a little salad-garden ; another knew where he 
could get tomatoes; a third specialised in scented 
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soap and stationery. Remember, we were twelve 
hundred miles from the nearest place where people 
buy such things in shops; romember, too, that not 
an inch of Government truck or steamer could be 
spared for private dealers ; and then you will realise 
what a Nansen of retail trade is the Sudan Greek. 

But a correspondent cannot live by soda-water and 
tabasco sauce alone: let us try to acquire some in- 
formation. In the commanderia — that stable house 
of mud, srs-roomed and lofty roofed, the stateliest 
mansion of the Sudan — sits Hickman Bey, who swept 
out Shendi. In the English army it would be almost 
a scandal that an officer of his service should go any- 
where or do anything. The Egyptian army is an 
army of young men, with the red-hot dash of a boy 
tempered by responsibility into the fine steel of a 
man at his best for both plan and deed. 

But about the raid. To listen to any one of the 
men who conducted it you would think that he had 
been a passenger, and that all the others had done all 
the work: that is their way. The three gunboats 
with their naval officers — ^now you observe the full 
significance of the fact that the British Navy’s com- 
mand of the sea riuis up to the Sixth Cataract— with 
the 15th Battalion, guns, and 160 friendly Jaalin, 
left Port Atbara on Mardi 24. They were to have 
surprised Shendi in the morning of the 26th; but 
luck was bad, though it tux'ued out not to matter 
much. Ono of the boats went aground, as boats will 
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on. a daily falling Nile. It took some hours to get 
her off, and then, as it was loo late for Saturday 
morning, and an afternoon attack would leave no 
light for pursuit, it was decided to make it Sunday. 
So the boats went slow, stopping here and there to 
wood up on the depeopled banks ; but at one place it 
fell out that the landing-party came on three Dervishes. 
One of them got away with his skin and the alarm. 
Wlien he came to Shendi the garrison — 700 men with 
many women and children — were tom-tomming a 
fantasia on account of an alleged victory whereof 
Mahmud had advertised them. TJie fantasia broke 
up hurriedly, and all the beat (luality women were 
sent away on camels to Omdurman. That meant, of 
course, the Baggara Arab women. The women of 
the black riilomen and spearmen were left to shift. 

At ten on Sunday morning Colonel Hickman and 
his raiders duly appeared and lauded. They found 
the enemy drawn up between the bank and rising 
ground ; there were four forts — one sunken, three cir- 
cular earth walls — ^but Malunud took away the guns 
with liirn. The Fifteenth formed column of fours and 
marched placidly in front of the enemy, taking not the 
least notice of their fire — which indeed hurt nobody — 
till it outflanked their left. The two forces were then 
more or less like a couple of L’s lying on their backs, 
one inside the other. Tlie dervish L was the inside 
one — the stem of it fighting men and the foot scally- 
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wags carrying bundles; the Egyptian L’s stem was 
the Eifteenth, and its foot, stretching inland towards 
the loot, the Jaalin. 

Bimbashi Peake, of the Artillery, let off two rounds 
of shrapnel over the scallywags, and the fight was 
over. Instantly the plain was quite black with the 
baggage the dervishes dropped — bundles of clothes, 
angarebs, chairs, big war-drums, helmets, spears, gib- 
bas, bags of dhurra, donkeys, horses, women, children. 
Every dervish was malting for Omdurman as hard as 
his legs would let him. 

ilow came the Jaalin's chance. The .laah'u used to 
be a flourishing tribe, and inhabited the island of 
Meroe — the country between the Atbara and the Blue 
Nile. A few years ago tire tribe had a difference of 
opinion with the Khalifa : there are not many Jaalin 
now, and what there are inhabit where they can. 
The survivors are anxious to redress the balance by 
removing a corresponding proportion of Baggara, and 
they began. After a time they came to Hickman 
Bey, panting, but only half happy. “ It is very good, 
0 thou Excellency,” they cried ; “ we’re killing them 
splendidly. They’re all out in the desert, only we 
can’t get at them to kill them enough. Can’t wo have 
some of the donkeys to puraue on ? ” “ Take the lot,” 
said his Excellency. 

So the island of Meroe beheld the novel sight of 
Baggara cavalry, on brood mares with foals at foot, 
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fleeing for thoir lives before Jaalin on donkeys. Most 
of the fiv 6 -and-tw 0 ufcy horsemen got away to tell the 
news to the Khalifa; by this time probably their 
right hands and right feet wore olf. The footmen the 
Jaalin pursued till ten at night, and slew to the tune 
of 160 ; also there were 645 prisoners, mostly women. 
They got a tremendous reception from the women at 
Tort Atbara when they reached it, and joined in it 
themselves quite unaffectedly. By now they are pro- 
bably the wives of such black soldiers as are allowed 
to marry ; as like as not many of them actually had 
husbands, brothers, sons, fathera in one Sudanese bat- 
talion or another. A Sudan lady’s married life is full 
of incident in these days ; it might move the envy of 
Bargo, North Dakota. Bui when aU is said and done, 
a black soldier with a life engagoment at ISs. a-mouth 
minimum, with rations and allowances, is a more 
brilliant catch than any Baggara that ever came out 
of Darfur. 

It was a raid that for neatness and thoroughness 
might teach a lesson to Osman Digna himself. What 
Osman and Mahmud said when they heard their men’s 
women were gone, and that their own retreat along 
the Nile could be harried for a hundred miles as far 
as Shabluka, I do not pretend to know. I should be 
sorry to meet any of the ends they must have invoked 
upon all the Sirdar’s relatives. 

And when we got back, and the camels seesawed 
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in with Ihe smduks, the cook, for all his new wealth, 
was very angry. “You have brought no curry- 
powder, 0 thou Effendim,” he said. “ You didn’t say 
you wanted any curry-powder,” the Mess-President de- 
fended himself. “ Yes I did,” said the cook, sternly ; 
“ I said we were short of all vegetables.” 
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REST AND RECONNAISSANCES. 

The force remained in camp at Ras ol Hudi till April 
3. Mahmud’s exact position was still undetermined, 
his intentions yet more so. It was a queer state of 
things — two armies within twenty miles of each other, 
both presumably wishful to fight, both liable to run 
short of provisions, yet neither attacking and neither 
quite sure where the other was. But the Sirdar had 
always the winning hand. Wliile he sat on the At- 
hara Mahmud was stale-mated. It may he supposed 
that he came down the Nile to fight : very well, here 
was the Sirdar ready to fight and beat him. Osman 
Digna probably had raiding in his head. But he could 
not raid Berber while the Sirdar was below him on 
the Atbara; that would have meant seventy mfies 
across the desert, with wells choked up — though he 
may not have known this — and the Sirdar always 
liable to attack him on flank or to get to Berber before 
him. One day we had a report that he had started on 
a journey the other way, towards Adarama ; but, if he 



MAHMUD STALE-AIATBD. 


125 


ever went at all, it was probably to dig up grain: 
there was nothing worth raiding about Adarama. 
Finally, now that Shendi was destroyed, to go back 
meant ruin ; the blacks, irritated by the loss of their 
women, would desert ; the gunboats would harry the 
retreat as far ns Shabluka ; it was even possible that 
the whole Anglo-Egyptian force would get to the Nile 
before they did. And if he stayed where he was, then 
in the end he must cither light or starve. 

Mahmud was stale-mated, no doubt, whatever course 
ho took ; only in the meantime he took none. He did 
not move, he did not fight, and he did not starve. 
And we were still not quite sure where he was. The 
army stayed a fortnight in Eas Hudi camp, recon- 
noitring daily, with an enemy within twenty miles, 
whose precise position it did not know. It hardly 
seems to speak well for the cavalry. Yet it would be 
most unjust to blame them: the truth is that the 
Egyptian cavalry was hopeles.sly outnumbered and 
outmatched. Broadwood Bey had eight squadrons — 
say 800 lances — with eight Maxims and one horse 
battery. There were also two companies of camel- 
corps, but those were generally wauted for convoys. 
Against this Mahmud, as he said afterwards himself, 
had 4000 Baggara horse. 

Furthermore, it caunot bo said that the Egyptian 
cavalry were above criticism. They were enormously 
improved, as will shortly be seen : ever since the Don- 
gola campaign they had come on greatly, but it is 
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doubtful whether they will ever have the dash of the 
beat European or Indian cavalry. They have great 
merits: in an empty land they will live on almost 
nothing, and no stretch of work can subdue their iron 
bodies to fatigue. They are no longer open to sus- 
picion on the score of courage. Bub in reconnaissance 
work they want smartness and intelligence. It could 
not be imputed to them as a fault that they did not 
ride through five times their force and see what was 
behind. But it was a fact that the Baggara worked 
better in the bush than they did. Day after day they 
would ride out and see nobody or only a vedette or 
two; as soon as they began to retire they wore fol- 
lowed liy dervishes, who had apparently been seeing 
them all the time. An officer told mo tliat one day, 
walking out from Fort Atbarn, he saw a returning 
patrol under a native lieutenant. He stood still under 
a tree to see if they would seo him : they passed him 
by like men asleep. In a word, the Egyptian troopei 
is what it is inevitable he should be. You cannot 
breed a light quick-witted scout out of a hundred 
centuries of drudgery and serfdom. He will improve 
with time; meanwhile he is still a fellah. 

Considering the quantity and quality of their 
material, it was wonderful that Broadwood Bey 
and his British officers did as much as they did. 
To work the weakest arm of a force cannot he in- 
spiriting work, bub they stuck to it with unquench- 
able courage and inexhaustible patience. If it be 
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asked why the cavalry was not strengthened with 
British or Indian regiments, the answer is very easy. 
It was almost a miracle that so large a force had been 
got up to the Atbara and fed there ; to bring up more 
horses into a country almost naked of fodder was a 
physical impossibility, too impossible even for Sir 
Herbert Kitchener. 

But if the cavalry was for a while unsuccessful in 
localising Mahmud’s entrenchment, it was wholly suc- 
cessful in keeping his scouts from coming near us, and 
that was no small achievement. Tlic Bnggara might 
have made tilings very unpleasant for us even at Bus 
el Hudi. But for the patrols of the unwearying 
cavalry they could easily have crept up in the bush 
across the river and fired into camp all night every 
niglit. They might have got below the camp and cut 
up convoy after convoy till hunger drove the Sirdar 
down to Fort Atbara again and opened the way to 
Berber. We sat day after day and wondered why 
they never did it; but they never did. 

At last, on March 30, General Hunter went out. 
With him went the cavalry, the horse-battery, and 
four Maxims, while two battalions of infantry and 
a field battery were advanced in support to Klior 
Abadar. When he got back tlmt evening everybody 
knew that Mnlimud'.s stronghold was found. IIo had 
gone on until he came to it. He had ridden up to 
within .‘500 yards of it and looked in. What he saw, 
of CKUiNo, the Intelligence Dep.irtiiieiit knew better 
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than I did, but some things were common property. 
The position faced the open desert — we all breathed 
freely at this — and went right back throirgh the scrub 
to the river. Round it ran a tremendous zariba three 
miles long, and in the centre, on an eminence, were 
trenches affording three tiers of fire. This proved to 
be an exaggeration as regarded size, and a misunder- 
standing otherwise : the triple trench ran nearly round 
the position. What was certain and to the point was 
that the place was trimmed with black heads, but 
that their owners saetned reluctant to come out. The 
horse-bnttcry gave them a score of rounds or so, but 
they made no answer, and in their thick bush any 
casualties they may have had were safely concealed. 

However, here at last was Mahmud marked down. 
To he precise, he was at Hokhcila, eighteen miles away, 
as the cavalry and Staff said, though, when the in- 
fantry came to foot it, they made it well over twenty ; 
every infantry man knows how cavalry and Staff will 
underrate distances. Wherever he was, we knew the 
way to him, and we could take our time. Now what 
would the Sirdar do ? 

For the next two days the camp buzzed with 
strategy and tactics. It was no longer what Mahmud 
would do : Mahmud, as we have seen, could do noth- 
ing. But would the Sirdar wait for him to starve into 
attack or dUpersal, or would ho go for Nakheila? 
Many people thought that, being a careful man, he 
would wait and not risk the loss an attack would 
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cost ; but they were wrong. On the evening of April 
1 it became known that wo were moving on the 
morning of the 3rd four miles forward to Abadar. 
Some theorists still held out that the change of camp 
was a mere matter of health; and indeed sanitation 
had long cried for it. Others held that the Sirdar was 
not the man to lengthen his lino of communication 
for nothing: the move meant attack. 

What considerations resolved the Sirdar to storm 
Mahmud’s zariba, I do not pretend to know. But 
many arguments for his decision suggested themselves 
at once. It was true that the Dervishes could nob 
stay at Nakheila for ever, but as yet there was no sign 
of starvation from them. On the other hand, it was no 
joke to supply 12,000 men even seventeen miles from 
Port Atbara by camel-tramsport alone: as time wore 
on and camels wore out, it became less and less easy. 
Secondly, the white brigade was beginning to feel the 
heat, the inadequate shelter, and the poor food : up to 
now its state of health had been wonderful — only 
two per cent of sick or thereabouts — but now began to 
appear dysentery and enteric. Finally, it was hardly 
fitting that so large a British force should sit down 
within twenty miles of an enemy and not smash him. 
There was a good deal of lurking sympathy with 
Mahdism in .some Plgyptian quarters far enough away 
not to know what Mahdism was: to shrink from a 
decisive attack would nourish it. The effect on the 
troops themselves would bo disheartening, and dis- 

r 
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heartenment spells lassitude and sickness. And to 
the Dervishes themselves a battle would bo a far 
more killing blow than a dispersal and retreat. In 
all dealings with a savage enemy, I suppose the 
rule holds that it is better and cheaper in the end 
to attack, and attack, and attack again. All con- 
siderations of military reputation pleaded unanimously 
that Mahmud must he destroyed in battle; and at 
last the army was on the direct road to destroy 
him. 
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"Camel-corps luck,” said the Ilirabaslii, and smiled 
bitterlj', then swoi’o. “ 0 my God, if this is the big 
show ! " 

Climbing up over sand- bags on to one of the 
gun -platforms of I'ort Atbara, wo crouched iu the 
embrasure and listened. Boom — ^boom — boom; very 
faint, but very distinct, and at half-minute intervals. 
Wa had ridden in tho day before from the Sirdar’s 
camp up tho Atbara to buy more bottled fruit and, 
alas ! more gin from the Greek shanties on the File 
beach. A convoy, on a .siaiilav ermud, had been 
attacked by Dervishes half an hour after we had 
passed it, yet wc heard not a shot. To-day, all this 
way off, we heard idiuuly : it must be an action indeed. 
Our owu army, we knew, was not to move. Gould it 
be that Mahmud had come down and was attacking 
us at Ahadar ? And we eigUtecu miles away at Fort 
Atbara, and down there iu the sand-drift roadway tlie 
wobbling, grousing camels, tliat were to bo conveyed 
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out at two miles an hour I We joined the Bimbashi, 
and cursed miserably on the chance of it. 

But no, we struggled to persuade ourselves, it 
couldn’t bo so bad as that. It must bo a battalion 
come out to clear the road for our convoy. Or it 
must bo the reconnaissance that was going up to the 
dervish zariba at Nakheila. Correspondents are not 
allowed to go with reconnaissances, so that if it is 
only that, there’s no great loss after all. Anyhow it 
is eleven o’clock now. The baggage camels have 
lolloped out under the mud guard-house, through the 
fort -gate, through tho gap in the mimosa -thorn 
zariba. The cninel-corps escort is closing up in rear : 
we are off. 

Half a mile ahead ride five blacks, their camels 
keeping perfect line. The sun flashes angrily on thoir 
rifle-barrels, but they look him steadily in the face, 
peering with puckered eyes over the desert below 
them: in this land of dust and low scrub a camel’s 
hump is almost a war balloon. Tar out on their right 
I see a warily advancing dot, which is four more ; a 
black dot on the rising leftward skyline, three more ; 
out on the right flank of the baggage camels, shaving 
the riverside thickets, gleam white spider legs, which 
are a couple of camel-troopers more. They stop and 
examine a track j they break into a trot and disappear 
behind a palm clump; they reappear walking. But 
the main force of the two companies rides close about 
the swinging quadrangle of baggage camels — in front. 
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on flank, in rear. Slowly and sleepily llie mass of 
beasts strolls on into the desert, careless what horsemen 
might bo wheeling into line behind the ridge, or what 
riflemen iniglit be ambn.shed in the scrub. But the 
scouts in front are looldug at every footprint, over 
every skyline, behind every clump of camel-thorn. 

To bo out of an exciting action is camel-corps luck ; 
this is camel-corps work. The I’imbashi intssod his 
part in the reconnaissance to ri<lu all night and guard 
the menaced convoy ; he slept one hour at dawn, and 
now returns in the sun. He is <[uito fresh and active. 
This is his usual vrark ; hut he is not happy because 
tills also is his usual luck. Only the Egyptian army 
would have found it very difficult to do without him 
aud his desert cavalry in the past, and oven now, with 
all the desert roads except the liayuda boliind it, 
finds plenty of work for the camel-corps still. And 
one day they say, ‘'Take out twenty camels,” and 
the next day, “Take out the rest.” The next day, 
“Those twenty that weren’t out yestei’day can’t 
possibly be tired ” — but the Bimbashi goes out every 
day. The skiu is scaled off bis nose with sun, and 
his eyes are bloodshot with sand, and the hairs of his 
moustache have snapped off short with drought, and 
his hair is bleaching to white. All that is the hall- 
mark of the Sudan. 

Getting into the stuldlo had been like sitting down 
suddenly in a too hot bath ; by this time you could 
not bear your baud upon it. Out in the desert 
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gleamed the steel-blue water and black reflected trees 
of tke mirage; even in mirage there is no green in 
the midday sun of the Sudan. AVhat should be green 
is black; all else is sun-coloured. It is torment to 
face the gaudy glare that stabs your eyes. If you 
lift them to the sky it is not very blue — I have seen 
far deeper in England; but it is alive all over with 
quivering passionate heat. Beating from above and 
burning from below, the sun strikes at you heavily. 
There is no way out of it except through the hours 
into evening. No sound but boot clinking on eamel- 
stirrup ; you hear it through a haze. You ride along 
at a walk, half dead. You neither feel nor think, you 
hardly even know that it is hot. You just have 
consciousness of a heavy load hardly to bo borne, 
pressing, pressing down on you, crushing you under 
the dead weight of sun. 

We met the usual people — a Greek with four 
camels, a bore - legged boy on a donkey, a barc- 
breasted woman under a bundle — the second and 
third-class passengers of the desert. We questioned 
them vrith alternate triumph and despair, as they 
answered alternately after their kind. One said it 
was two squadrons, a battery, and a battalion fighting 
in our old camp at lias Hudi ; another said Mahmud 
had come down to Abadar and had fought the Sirdar 
for four hours ; another said Mahmud had gone right 
away, and that the whole Anglo-Egyptian army had 
gone after him. Every story was wholly false, be- 
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gotten only of a wish to please ; whence you perceive 
the advantages enjoyed by him who would collect 
intelligence in the Sudan. 

Slowly the minutes crawled on ; the camels crawled 
slower. On days like this you feel yourself growing 
older: it seemed mouths since we heard the guns 
from the parapet; it would have hardly seemed 
wonderful if we had heard that the campaign had 
been finished while wo wore away. Wo had ridden 
awhile with the Bimbashi, but conversation wilted in 
the sun ; now we had ambled ahead till even the 
advanced guard had dropped out of sight behind. 
One servant with us rode a tall fast camel ; from that 
watch-tower he suddenly discerned cases lying open 
on the sand about a hundred yards off the trampled 
road. Anything for an incident: we rode listlessly 
up and looked, A couple of broken packing-cases, 
two tins of sardines, a tin of biscuits, half empty, a 
small case of empty soda-bottles with “ Sirdar ’’ sten- 
cilled on it, and a couple of empty bottles of whisky. 
Among them lay a cigarette-box with a needle and a 
reel of cotton, a few buttons, and a badge — A,S.O. — 
such as the Army Service Corps wear on their 
shoulder-straps. 

Wo were on the scene of last evening’s raid. Two 
camels, we remembered, had boon cut off and the loads 
lost. Wo found the marks on the sand where the con- 
voy-camels had Icnclt down in living zariba to wait 
for relief from Abadar, seven miles away. All the 
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time it took to fetch the camel-corps the Dervi&hes 
must have lurked in the bush eating biscuits and 
drinking the whisky of the infidel. The Sirdar’s 
soda-water was plainly returned empties, so that they 
would have found the whisky strong; the sardines, 
not knowing the nature of tinned meats, they had 
thrown away, "We waited to report to the Bimbashi. 

Presently the convoy crept up, a confusion of vague 
necks and serpent heads, waving like tentacles. The 
Bimba&lii had given his horse to an orderly, and was 
sleeping peacefully on his camel. Now we liad found 
among the scattered camel-loads a wineglass, broken 
in the stem, but providentially intact in the bowl. 
Also we had bought for a great price at Fort Atbara 
four eggs, and had whisky wherein to break them. 
So the Bimbashi slipped off his camel all in one piece, 
and we lunched. 

By now the damned sun was taking his hand off 
us. We were slipping through his fingers; he was 
low down behind us, and his rays sprawled into 
larger and longer shadows. Then he went down in 
a lost sullen fusion of gold. The camels, feeling them- 
selves checked, (lopped down where they stood; the 
drivers flopped down beside them, and bobbed their 
heads in the approximate direction of Mecca. They 
might well give thanks ; with sunset the world had 
come to life again. A slight air sprang up, and a 
gallop fanned it to a ginteful breeze. fcJoon the 
eastern sky became a pillar of dust; the horses in 
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camp wero being led to water. The great fight was 
still timed for the day after to-morrow, and another 
twelve hours of sunlessneas were before us. 

The camp was just as we had left it, all but for 
one piece of news : the cavalry had had a fight, and 
had fought well against every arm of the enemy. It 
was their guns, not our own, we had heard nearly forty 
miles away at Tort Athara. Geneial Hunter was in 
command of the reconnaissance, and when General 
Hunter goes out to look at the enemy you may bo 
sure he will look at him if he has to jump over his 
zariba to do it. Leaving the supporting battalion of 
infantry beliind, the eight squadrons of cavalry with 
eight Maxims rode to the front of Mahmud’s entrench- 
ment. Last time ho had made no sign of life. This 
time the first appearance brought out 700 cavalry. 
These were pushed back, but next came infantry, 
swarming like ants out of the zariba till the desert 
was black with them. They were estimated at some 
1500 ; they opened fire, not effectively. Then came 
a bang to the reai'ward : he was tiring his guns. And 
on each flank, meanwhile, emerged from the bush be- 
side the entrenchment his encircling cavalry to cut 
ours off. 

“ It was Muiwand over again, only properly done,” 
said one of the men who saw it. The Maxims opened 
fire on both cavalry and infantry, knocking many over, 
though the 1 lervishcs were always in open order. And 
when it was time to go the Eaggara horsemen wero 
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by this lime across our true line of retirement. Broad- 
wood Bey ordered his troopers to charge. Behind his 
English leaders — the Bey himself, who always leads 
every attack, and Bimbasliis le Gallais and Persse — • 
the despised unwarlike fellah charged and charged 
home, and the Baggara lord of the Sudan split before 
him. Birabashi Persse was wounded in the left fore- 
arm by a bullet fired from horseback; six troopers 
were killed and ten wounded. The loss of the Der- 
vishes by lauce, and especially by Maxim bullet, 
was reckoned at near 200. 

Our seventeen casualties were a light price to pay 
for such a brilliant littlo fight, to say nothing of the 
information gained, and above all, the vindication of 
the Egyptian trooper. That the fellah was fearless of 
bullet and shell all knew ; now he had shown his in- 
difference to cold steel also. The cavalry mess was a 
hum of cheerfulness that night, and well it might be. 
The officers were all talking at once for joy: the 
troopers riding their horses down to the pool moved 
with a swing that was not there before. Eor the 
dogged, np-hni, hack-breaking, heart-breaking work 
of fifteen years had come to bear fruit. 

And cheerfulness spread to the whole army also: 
next morning — ^the 5th — ^we were off again, this time 
to Umdahieh, seven miles across the desert. The bush 
at Abadar was almost jungle — full of green sappy 
plants and croe])ers, a refreshment to camels, bnt a 
prospective hotbed of fever for men. Everybody was 
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getting very sick of ihc Atbara, which had been such 
a paradise of green when we first camped on it. Wo 
missed the ever-blowing breeze of the Mle : the night 
was a breathless oven and the day a sweaty stewpan. 
The Atbara seemed even getting sick of itself : day by 
day it dropped till now it was no river at all, but a 
string of shallow befouled pools. All longed for the 
fatherly Nile again. 

So once more the squares marched forth before day- 
light, and black dusk lowered under the rising sun. 
Umdabieh was a novelty for an Atbara camp, in that a 
few mud huts marked the place whence the Dervishes 
had blotted out a village. The river was punier than 
ever and the belt of bush thin ; lucky was the man 
whose quarters included a six-foot dom-palm to lay his 
head under. I spent both afternoons at Umdabieh 
chasing a patch of shadow round and round a tree. 
We did nothing on the Gth, for on the evening of the 
7th we were to march, and to fight on Good Friday. 
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TUB BATTLE OB TUB ATBABA. 

As the fir&t rays of suiu-iso gliutod ou the desert 
pebbles, the army ro&o up aud saw that it was iu 
front of the enemy. All night it had moved blindly, 
in faith. At six in the evening the four brigades 
were black squares ou the rising desert outside the 
bushes of Umdabieh camp, and they set out to march. 
Hard gravel underfoot, full moon overhead, about them 
a coy horizon that seemed immeasurable yet revealed 
nothing, the squares tramped steadily for an hour. 
Then all lay down, so that the other brigades were 
swallowed up into the desert, aud the faces of the 
British square were no more than shadows in the 
white moonbeams. The square was unlocked, and 
first the horses wore taken down to water, then the 
men by half-battalions. We who had water ate some 
bully-beef and biscuit, put our heads on saddle-bags, 
rolled our bodies in blankets, and slept a little. 

The next thing was a long rustle about us, stealing 
in upon us, urgently wliispering us to rise and mount 
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and move. The moon had passed overhead. It was 
one o’clock. The square rustled into life and motion, 
bent forward, and started, half asleep. No man spoke, 
and no light showed, but the sand-muffled trampling 
and the moon-veiled figures forbade the fancy that it 
was all a dream. The shapes of lines of men — now 
close, now broken, and closing up again as the ground 
broke or the direction changed — the mounted officers, 
and the hushed order, “Left shoulder forward,” the 
scrambling Maxim mules, the lines of swaying camels, 
their pungent smell, and the rare neigh of a horse, 
the other three squares like it, which we knew of 
but could not see, — it was just the same war-machine 
as we had seen all these days on parade. Only this 
time it was in deadly earnest, moving stealthily but 
massively forward towards an event that none of us 
could quite certainly foretell. 

We marched till something after four, then halted, 
and the men lay down again and slept. The rest 
walked up and down in the gnawing cold, tallcing to 
one and another, wondering in half-voices were we 
there, would they give us a fight or should we find 
their lines empty, how would the fight be fought, and, 
above all, how wore we to get over their zariba. For 
Mahmud’s zariba was pictured very high, and very 
thick, and very prickly, which sounded awkward for 
the Cameron Ilighlaudcrs, who were to assault it. 
Somebody had proposed burning it, cither with war- 
rockets or paraffin and safety matches ; somebody else 
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suggested throwing blankets over it, though how you 
throw blankets over a ten by twenty Jeet hedge ol 
camol-tlrorn, and what yon do next when you have 
thrown them, the inventor ol the plan never ex- 
plained. Others favoured scaling-ladders, apparently 
to take headers off on to the thorns and the enemy’s 
spears, and even went so far as to make a few ; most 
were for the simpler plan of just taking hold of it and 
pulling it apart. But how many of the men who 
puUed would ever get through the gap? 

Now the sun rose behind us, and the men rose too, 
and we had arrived. Bimbashi Fitton had led the 
four brigades in the half-light to witliin 200 yards of 
the exact positions they were to take in the action. 
Now, too, we saw the whole army — right of us 
Macdonald’s, right of him, again. Maxwell’s, to our left 
rear Lewis's in support, far away leftward of them 
the grey squadrons of the cavalry. The word came, 
and the men sprang up. The squares shifted into the 
fighting formations: at one impulse, in one superb 
sweep, near 12,000 men moved forward towards the 
enemy. All England and all Egypt, and tlie flower 
of the black lands beyond, Birmingham and the West 
Highlands, the half-regenerated children of the earth’s 
earliest civilisation, and grinning savages from the 
uttermost swamps of Equatoria, muscle and machiuery, 
lord and larrikin, Galliol and the Board School, the 
Sirdar’s brain and the camel’s back — all welded into 
one, the awful war machine went forward into action. 
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We could see their position quite well by now, 
about a mile and a half away — ^the usual river fringe 
of grey-green palms meeting the usual desert fringe 
of yellow-grey mimosa. And the smoke-grey lino in 
front of it all must be their famous zariba. Up from 
it rolled a nimbus of dust, as if they were still busy 
at entrenching ; before its right centre fluttered half a 
dozen flags, white aud pale blue, yellow and pale 
chocolate. The line went on over the crunching 
gravel in awful silence, or speaking briefly in half- 
voices — went on till it was not half n mile from the 
flags. Then it halted. Thud I went the first gun, 
and phutt! came faintly back, as its shell burst 
on the zariba into a wreathed round cloud of just 
the zariba’s smoky grey. I looked at my watch, 
and it marked 6.20. The battle that had now 
menaced, now evaded us for a month — the battle 
had begun. 

Now, from the horse battery and one field battery 
on the right, from two batteries of Maxim-Nordenfelts 
on the left, just to the right front of the British, and 
from a war-rocket which changed over from left to 
right, belched a rapid, but unhurried, regular, relent- 
less shower of destruction. The round grey clouds 
from shell, the round white puffs from shrapnel, the 
hissing splutter of rockets, flighted down methodi- 
cally, and alighted on every ijart of the zariba and of 
the bush behind. A fire sprang aud swarmed redly 
up the dried leaves of a palm - tree ; before it sank 
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another flung up beside it, and then another. When 
the shelling began a few sparse shots came back ; one 
gunner was wounded. And all over the zariba we 
saw dust -clothed figures strolling unconcernedly in 
and out, checking when a shell dropped near, and 
then passing contemptuously on again. The enemy’s 
cavalry appeared galloping and forming up on our 
left of the zariba, threatening a charge. But tut-tut- 
tut-tut went the Maxims, and through glasses we 
coidd see our cavalry trembling to he at them. And 
the Baggara horsemen, remembering the guns that 
had riddled them and the squadrons that had shorn 
through them three days before, fell back to cover 
again. By now, when it had lasted an hour or more, 
not a man showed along the whole linn, nor yet a 
spot of rifle smoke. All seemed empty, silent, lifeless, 
but for one hobbled camel, waving his neck and 
stupid head in helpless dumb bewilderment. Pres- 
ently the edge of the storm of devastation caught 
him too, and we saw him no more. 

An hour and bwenty minutes the guns spoke, and 
then were silent. And now for the advance along the 
whole line. Maxwell’s brigade on the right — 12tb, 
13th, and 14th Sudanese to attack and 8th Egyptian 
supporting — ^used the Egyptian attack formation, — 
four companies of a battalion in line and the other 
two in support. Macdonald, — 9th, 10th, and 11th 
Sudanese in front and 2nd Egyptian supporting, — ^his 
space being constricted, had three companies in line 
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and three in support. The British had the Camerons 
in line along their whole front ; then, in columns of 
their eight companies, the Lincolns on the right, the 
Seaforths in the centre, and the Warwicks, two com- 
panies short, on the left : the orders to these last were 
not to advance till it was certain the dervish cavalry 
would not charge in flank. Lewis’s three-battalion 
brigade — 3rd, 4th, and 7Lh Egyptian — had by this 
lime two battalions to the British left rear and one 
forming square round the water - camels. All the 
artillery accompanied the advance. 

The Camerons formed fours and moved away to the 
left, then turned into line. They halted and waited 
for the advance. They were shifted back a little to 
the right, then halted again. Then a staff officer 
galloped furiously behind their line, and shouted some- 
thing in the direction of the Maxim battery. “ Ad- 
vance ! ” yelled the major, and before the answer 
could come the uiulo-s were up to the collar and the 
Maxims were up to and past the left flank of the 
Camerons. They stood still, waiting on the bugle — a 
line of khaki and dark tartan blending to purple, of 
flashing bayonets at the slope, and set, two-month- 
bearded faces strained toward.s the zaiiba. In the 
middle of the line slionc the Union Jack. 

The bugle sang out the advance. The pipes screamed 
battle, and the lino started forward, like a ruler drawn 
over the tussock-broken sand. Up a low ridge they 
moved forward : when would the Dervishes fire ? The 

K 
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Camerons were to open from the top of the ridge, only 
300 yards short of the zariba; up and up, forward 
and forward : when would they fire ? Now the line 
crested the ridge — the men knelt down. “Volley- 
firing by sections ” — and crash it came. It came from 
both sides, too, almost the same instant. Wht-t, 
wht-t, wht-t piped the bullets overhead: the line 
knelt very firm, and aimed very steady, and crash, 
crash, crash they answered it. 

0 ! A cry more of dismayed astonishment than 
of pain, and a man was up on his feet and ovor on 
his back, and the bearers were dashing in from 
the rear. He was dead before they touched him, 
but already they found another for the stretcher. 
Then bugle again, and up and on: the bullets were 
swishing and lashing now like rain on a pond. But 
the line of khaki and purple tartan never bent nor 
swayed; it just went slowly forward like a ruler. 
The officers at its head strode self-contoinedly — they 
might have been on the MU after red-deer ; only from 
their locked faces turned unswervingly towards the 
bullets could you see that they knew and had despised 
the danger. And the unkempt, unshaven Tommies, 
who in camp seemed little enough like Covenanters or 
Ironsides, were now quite transformed. It was not so 
difficult to go on — the pipes picked you up and carried 
you on — but it was difficult not to hurry ; yet whether 
they aimed or advanced they did it orderly, gravely, 
without speaking. The bullets had whispered to raw 
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youngsters in one broalli the secret of all the glories 
of the British Army. 

forward and forward, more swishing about them 
and more crashing from them. Now they were 
moving, always without hurry, down a gravelly in- 
cline. Three men wont down without a cry at the 
very foot of the Union Jack, and only one got to 
his feet again ; the flag shook itself and still blazed 
splendidly. Next, a supremely furious gust of bullets, 
and suddenly the lino stood fast. Before it was a 
loose low liedgc of dry camel-thorn — the zariba, the 
redoubtable zariba. That it? A second they stood 
in wonder, and then, “ Pull it away," suggested some- 
body. Just half-a-dozon tugs, and the impossible 
zariba was a gap and a scattered heap of brushwood. 
Beyond is a low stockade and trenches ; but what of 
that ? Over and in ! Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah ! 

Now the inside suddenly sprang to life. Out of 
the earth came dusty, black, half-naked shapes, run- 
ning, running and turning to shoot, but running 
away. And in a second the inside wiis a wild con- 
fusion of llighlauders, purple tartan and black-green, 
too, for the Seaforths had brought their perfect columns 
through the teeth of the fire, and were charging in at 
the gap. Inside that zariba was the most astounding 
labyrinth ever seen out of a nightmare. It began with 
a stockade and a triple trench. Beyond that the bush 
was naturally thick with palm stem and mimosa- 
thorn and hnlfa-grass. But, besides, it was as full of 
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holes as any honeycomb, only far less regular. There 
was a shelter-pit for every animal — here a donkey 
tethered down in a hole just big enough for itself and 
its master; beside it a straw hub with a tangle of 
thorn ; yawning a yard beyond, a larger trench, choke- 
full of tethered camels and dead or dying men. There 
was no plan or system in it, only mere confusion of 
stumbling-block and pitfall From holes below and 
hillocks above, from invisible trenches to right and 
innocent tukls to left, the bewildered bullets curved, 
and twisted, and dodged. It look some company- 
leading ; for the precise formations that the bullets 
only stiffened ware loosening now. But the officers 
were equal to it: each picked his line and ran it, and 
if a few of his company were lost— kneeling by green- 
faeed comrades or vaguely bayoneting along with a 
couple of chance companions — they kept the mass 
centred on the work in hand. 

Bor now began the killing. Bullet and bayonet 
and butt, the whirlwind of Highlanders swept over. 
And by this time the Lincolns were in on the right, 
and the Maxims, galloping right up to the stockade, 
had withered the left, and the Warwicks, the enemy’s 
cavalry definitely gone, were volleying off the blacks 
as your beard comes off under a keen razor. ITarther 
and farther they cleared the ground— cleared it of 
everything like a li-ving man, for it was left carpeted 
thick enough with dead. Hero was a trench ; bayonet 
that man. Here a little straw ttikl; warily round 
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to the door, and then a volley. Now in column 
through this opening in the bushes ; then into lino, and 
drop those few desperately firing shadows among the 
dry stems beyond. For the running blacks — poor 
heroes — still fired, though every second they fired less 
and ran more. And on, on the British stumbled and 
slew, till suddenly there was unbroken blue overhead, 
and a clear droj) underfoot. The river ! And across 
the trickle of water the quarter-mile of dry sand-bed 
was a fly-paper with scrambling spots of black. The 
pursuers thronged the bank in double line, and in two 
minutes the paper was still black-spotted, only the 
spots scrambled no more. “Now that,” panted the 
most pessimistic senior captain in the brigade — “ now 
I call that a very good fight." 

Cease firel Word and whistle and voice took a 
little time to work into hot brains; then sudden 
silence. Again, hurrah, hurrah, bun ah ! It had lasted 
forty minutes ; and nobody was quite certain whether 
it had seemed more like two minutes or two years. 
All at once there came a roar of fire from the left; 
the half-sated British saw the river covered with a 
new swarm of flies, only just in time to sue them stop 
still as the others. This was Lewis’s half-brigade of 
Egyptians at work. They had .stood the heavy tire 
that sought them as if there were no such things us 
wounds or death ; now they had swept down leftward 
of the zariba, shovoUed the enemy into the river-bed, 
and shot them down. Bloodthirsty ? Count up the 



150 


THE BATJ’LE Ol' THE ATJiAUA. 


Egyptians murdered by Mabdism, and then say so iT 
you will. 

Meanwhile, all the right-hand part of the zariba was 
alive with our blacks. They had been seen from the 
IJrilish line os it advanced, ambling and scrambling 
over rise and dip, firing heavily, as they were ordered 
to, and then charging mth the cold bayonet, as they 
lusted to. They were in first, there cannot bo a doubt. 
Tlieir line formation turned out a far better one for 
charging the defences than the British columns, which 
were founded on an exaggerated expectation of the 
difficulty of the zariba, and turned out a trifle unhandy. 
And if the zariba had boon as high and thick as the 
Bank of England, the blacks and their brigaded 
Egyptians would have slicked through it and picked 
out the thorns after tho cease fii’e. As against that, 
they lost more men than the British, for their advance 
was speedier and their volleys less deadly than the 
Camerons’ pelting destruction that drove through every 
skull raised an inch to aim. 

But never think the blacks wore out of hand. They 
attacked fast, but they attacked steadily, and kept 
their formation to the lost moment there was any- 
thing to form against. The battle of the Atbara has 
definitely placed the blacks — yes, and the once con- 
temned Egyptians — 'in the ranks of the very best 
troops in the world. When it was over their officers 
were ready to cry with joy and pride. And the blacks, 
every one of whom would beamingly charge the 
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bottomlesa pit after his Bey, were just as joyous and 
proud of their officers. They stood about among the 
dead, their faces cleft with smiles, shaking and shaking 
each other’s hands. A short shake, then a salute, 
another shake and another salute, again and again and 
again, with the head-carving smile never narrowed an 
instant. Then up to the Bey and the Bimbashis — 
mounted now, but they had charged afoot and dear 
ahead, as is the recognised wont of all chiefs of the 
fighting Sudan when they intend to conquer or die 
with their men — and more handshakes and more 
salutes. “ Bushman giums Mtir,” ran round from grin 
to grin ; " very good fight, very good fight.” 

Now fall in, and back to the desert outside. And 
rmless you are congenitally amorous of horrors, don’t 
look too much about you. Black spindle-legs curled 
up to meet red-gimbleted black faces, donkeys head- 
less and legless, or sieves of shrapnel, camels with 
necks writhed back on to their humps, rotting already 
in pools of blood and bUe-yellow water, heads without 
faces, and faces without anything below, cobwebbed 
arms and logs, and black skins grilled to crackling on 
smouldering palm-leaf, — don’t look at it. Here is the 
Sirdar’s white star and crescent; hero is the Sirdar, 
who created this battle, this clean-juiutcd, well-oiled, 
smooth-running, clockwork-perfect masterpiece of a 
battle. Not a Haw, not a check, not a jolt ; and not a 
ficck on its sliiuiug success. Once more, hurrah, 
hurrah, hurrah! 
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It wa? over. It was a brilliant, crushing victory, and 
the dervish army vfas de&troyed i so much everybody 
knew. But no more. The fight had gone forward in 
a whirl : you could sec men fall about you, and know 
that there must be losses on our side; hut whether 
they were 100 or 1000 it was impossible even to 
guess. Then, as the khalri figures began to muster 
outside the zariba, it was good to meet friend after 
friend — dusty, sweaty, deep-breathing, putting up a 
grimed revolver — untouched. It was good to see tlie 
Tommies looking with new adoration to the comfort of 
their rifles, drunk with joy and triumph, yet touched 
with a sudden awe in the presence of something so 
much more nakedly elemental than anything in their 
experience. Two hours had sobered them from boys 
to men. Just then there was nothing in the world or 
under it to which the army would not have been equal. 
Yet, in that Godlike moment, I fancy every man in 
the force thought first of home. 
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Now to see what we had done and suffered. And 
first, for a new fillip to exultation, Mahmud was a 
prisoner. Some soldiers of the lOtli Sudanese had 
found him as they swept through the isariba — found 
Mm sitting on his carpet, his weapons at his side, after 
the manner of defeated war-diiefs who await death. 
He was not killed, and presently he was brought bare- 
headed before the Sirdar — a tall, dark-brown com- 
plexioned man of something between thirty and forty. 
He wore loose drawers and a gibba — the dervish 
uniform which still mimics the patched shirt of the 
Mahdi, but embroiders it with gold. His face was 
of the narrow-cheeked, high-foreheaded type, for he 
is a pure-bred Arab: his expression was cruel, but 
high. Ho looked neither to right nor to left, but 
strode up to the Sirdar with Ms head erect, 

“ Are you the man Mahmud ? ” asked the Sirdar. 

" Yes ; I am Mahmud, and I am tire same as you." 
lie meant commander-in-cMef. 

“ Why did you come to malce war here ? ” 

“ I came because I was told, — the same as you." 
Mahmud was removed in custody; but everybody 
liked him the better for looking at his fate so straight 
and defiantly. 

But small leisure had anybody to pity Mahmud; 
the pity was all wanted for our own people. Hardly 
had the Uamorous truued back from the river-bank 
when it flew through the companies that two of the 
finest officers in the regiment were killed. Captains 
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Urquhaxt and Mndlay liad both boon killed leading 
their men over the trendies. The first had only 
joined the battalion at Eus Hudi; he hod newly 
passed the Stafi' College, and only two days before 
had been gazetted major ; after less than a fortnight’s 
campaigning he was dead. Captain Findlay’s fortune 
was yet more pathetic: he had been married but a 
month or two before, and the widowed bride was not 
eighteen. He was a man of a singularly simple, sincere, 
and winning nature, and the whole force lamented 
his loss. Probably his great height — for he stood 
near 6 feet 6 inches — had attracted attack besides 
his daring: he was one of the first, some said the 
first, to get over the stockade, and had killed two of 
the enemy with his sword before ho dropped. Both 
he and Captain XJrquhart had got too far ahead of 
their men to be protected by rifie fire ; but they were 
followed, and they were avenged. 

Second-Lieutenant Gore of the Seaforths was also 
killed while storming the trenches : he had not yet, 
I think, completed one year’s service. Among the 
wounded officers were Colonel Verner of the Lincolns 
and Colonel Murray of the Seaforths, both slightly: 
the latter was very coolly tied up by Mr Scudamore, 
the 'Daily News’ correspondent, inside the zariba 
under a distracting fire. More severely hit were 
Major Napier (Camerons) and Captain Baillie (Sea- 
forths): both were excellent officers and good com- 
panions; both afterwards died. Besides these the 
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Beatortilis had threo olhcore wounded, the Lincolns 
two, and the 'Warwiclcs one. Most of the casualties 
occurred in crossing the trenches, which wore just wide 
enough for a man to stand in and deep enough to 
cover him completely. As our men passed over, the 
blacks fired and stabbed upwards ; most of the wounds 
were therefore below the bolt. 

Tlie Seaforths happened to have most officers hit 
among the four battalions of the JBritish brigade ; as 
they advanced in column against the holLost part of 
the entrenchment, this was quite comprehensible. But 
the Camerons, who led the whole brigade in line, lost 
moat in non-commissioned officers and men. Count- 
ing officers, they had 15 killed and 46 wounded. The 
Seaforths lost (again with officers) 6 killed and 27 
wounded ; the Lincolns 1 killed and 18 wounded ; and 
the Warwicks 2 killed and 12 wounded. Of these 
several afterwards died. Stafl'-Sergeant Wyeth, A.S.C., 
and Private Cross of the Camerons, were both men- 
tioned in despatches. The first carried the Union 
Jack, which was three times pierced ; the other was 
Ceneral Gatacre’s bugler, Wyeth was severely 
wounded, and Cross presently seized with terrible 
dysentery: both died within a few days, Private 
Cross had bayoneted a huge black who attacked the 
general at the zariba, and it was said he was to be 
recommended for the V,0. A similar feat was done 
by a colour-sergeant of the Camerons, whose major 
was entangled in the stockade, and must have been 
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killed. Tile colour- sergeant never oven mentioned 
the service to Ms officer, who only discovered it by 
accident. 0£ conree there were scores o£ hair-breadth 
escapes, as there must be in any close engagement. 
One piper was killed with seven bullets in his body ; 
a corporal in another regiment received seven in his 
clothing, one switchbacking in and out of the front 
of his tunic, and not one pierced the skin. Another 
Tnn.Ti picked up a brass box inside the zariba, and 
put it in his breast pocket, thinking it might come 
in useful for tobacco. Next instant a bullet hit it 
and glanced away. The Maxim battery had no 
casualties — very luckily, for it was up with the 
firing-line all the time; probably nobody could 
stand up against it. Altogether the British brigade 
lost 24 killed and 104 wounded, of whom perhaps 
20 died. 

The Egyptian loss was heavier. They had advanced 
more quickly, and by reason of their line formation 
had got to work in the trenches sooner than the 
British; hut they had not kept down the enemy’s fire 
with such splendid success. The 11th Sudanese, 
wMeh had the honour of having been one of the first 
inside the zariba, lost very heavily — 108 killed and 
wounded out of less than 700. The total casualties 
wore 67 kUled, and 4 British and 16 native officers, 
2 British non-commissioned officers, and 366 non- 
commissioned officers and men wounded. The white 
officers were "Walter Boy and Shekleton Bey, com- 
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manding the 9th and 14th Sudanese respectively, 
and Eimhashis Walsh and Harley of the 12th 
Sudanese. The former lost his leg. Tho instructors 
wore Sergeants Handley of the 9th and Hilton of the 
12th. Thus, out of five white men, the 12th had three 
hit. More officers would prohahly have been hit, but 
that none except tho generals were allowed to ride. 
Generals Hunter, Macdonald, and Maxwell all rode 
over the trenches at tho head of thoir men. 

The total of casualties, therefore, works out at 81 
killed and 493 wounded, out of a strength probably a 
little short of 12,000. It was not a wholly bloodless 
victory, but beyond question it was a wonderfully 
cheap one. For the results gained could not be over- 
stated ; Mahmud’s army was as if it had never been. 
These two short hours of shell and bullet and bayonet 
had erased it from the face of the earth. 

A scribe taken prisoner at Shendi said that the force 
which marched north had been officially reported to 
the Khalifa as 18,941 lighting men. Tlie report may 
or may not have been true; in any case Mahmud had 
not this strength on Good Friday. Some had been 
shot from tlio gunboats or by the 4th Battalion on 
Shebaliya Island as they came down the river ; some 
had been killed in tlie skirmishes at Khor Abadar, or 
in General Huntcr’.s reconnaissances outside Hakliciln. 
Many had deserted. Mahmud liimself said that his 
strength on the 8th was 12,000 infantry and 4000 
cavalry, with 10 guns. Some days afterwards he 
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asserted that his cavalry had left him the day before, 
but that was the brag of returning confidence. We all 
saw his cavalry. 

To bo sure, the cavalry did get away ; and Osman 
Digna, who never fights to a finish, got away with 
them. The cavalry did nothing and behaved badly, 
which is significant. Por the cavalry were Baggara — 
the cattle-owning Arabs of the Khalifa’s own tribe, 
transplanted by him from Dai fur to the best lands 
round Oradurman. They are the lords of the Sudan 
— and ingloriously they ran away. On the other hand, 
the Jehadia, the enlisted black infantry, fought most 
nobly. If their fire seemed bad to us, what hell must 
ours have been to them ! First an hour and a half of 
shell and shrapnel — the best ammunition, perfectly 
aimed and timed, from some of the deadliest field- 
pieces in the world ; then volley after volley of blunted 
Lee-Metford and of Martini bullets, delivered coolly at 
300 yards and less, with case and Maxim fire almost 
point-blank. The guns fired altogether 1500 rounds, 
mostly shrapnel; the Camerons aveiaged 34 rounds 
per man, A black private, asked by his Bimbashi how 
many rounds he fired, replied, “ Only 16." “ Why, 
you're not much of a mau," said his officer. “ All, but 
then, Effendira,” he eagerly excused himself, " 1 had to 
carry a stretcher besides.” If the black bearer-parties 
fired 15 rounds, what must the firing-line have done ! 
Mahmud said that hia people had only laughed at the 
shiapuel, but that the infantry fire was SJieitim tamr- 
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am — the very devil. Mahmud, however, admitted 
that, having been round the position, he lay close in 
his stockade during the bombardment; and as his 
stockade, or casemate, was the strongest corner in the 
place, he can hardly speak for the rest. And I saw 
scores and hundreds of dead goats and sheep, donkeys 
and camels, lying in pits in the part of the zariba 
stormed by the British. Now Thomas Atkins does not 
kill animals needlessly, oven when his blood is hottest. 
The beasts therefore must have been killed by shrap- 
nel ; and if so many beasts, wo may presume that many 
men, no better protected, were killed too. And so, I 
am afraid, unavoidably, were many women, for the 
zariba was full of them. 

Yet the black Jeliadia stood firm in their trenches 
through the infernal minutes, and never moved till 
those devilish white Turks and their black cousins 
came surging, yelling, shooting, and bayoneting right 
on top of them, hlany stayed where they were to die, 
only praying that they might kill one first. Those 
who ran, ran slowly, turning doggedly to fire. The 
wounded, as usual, look no quarter; they had to be 
killed lest they should kill For an example of their 
ferocious heroism, 1 cite a little, black, pot-bellied boy 
of ten or so. Ho was standing by his dead father, 
and when the attackers came up, he picked up an 
elephant-gun and fired, lie mis-sed, and the kicking 
monster half-killed him; but he had done what he 
could, 
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In the zariba itself Eimbaahi Watson, A.D.O. to the 
Sirdar, counted over 2000 dead before ho was sick of 
it. There were others left: trench after trench was 
found filled with them. A few were killed outbide the 
zariba ; a great many were shot down in crossing the 
river-bed. Altogether 3000 men must have been 
killed on the spot; among them were nearly all the 
Emirs, including Wad Bishara, who was Governor of 
Bongola in 1896. But this was not half the signifi- 
cance of the victory. Now you began to comprehend 
the perfection of the Sirdar’s strategy. If he had 
waited for Mahmud on tlie Nile, fugitives could have 
escaped up-stream. If he had waited low down the 
Atbara, they could still have got across to the Nile, 
But by giving battle up at Nakheila, he gave the 
escaping dervish thirty miles of desert to struggle 
across before he could reach water and such safety 
as the patrolling gunboats would allow him. A few 
may have got back to Omdurman — if they dared; 
some certainly were afterwards picked off by the 
gunboats in the attempt. Others fled up the Atbara ; 
many were picked up by the cavalry through the 
afternoon ; some got as far as Adarama or even near 
Kassala, and were killed by the friendly levies there. 
JFor the wounded the desert was certain death. In 
a word, the finest dervish army was not. Betreat 
was impossible, puisuit superfluous ; defeat was anni- 
hilation. 
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" Cfttch 'em alive 0 I Ontch ’em olive 0 1 
IE they onoe get-) on the gum 
They’ll pop oS to kingdom come ; 

Catch ’em alive 0 I Catch ’em alive 0 1 
Fur I am the ilyeit man around the town." 


Back swung ihe blacks from battle. The banii of the 
Twelfth speciabsus on Mr Gus Elen ; it had not been 
allowed to play him during tlie attack — only the regi- 
mental march till the bandsmen wore tired of it, and 
then each instrument what it liked — but now the air 
quoted came in e.specially apposite. 

They had caught ’em alive 0. Hardly one but had 
slung behind him a sword or a spine-headed .spear, a 
curly knife, or a spiky club, or some other quaint 
captured murdering -iron. Homo had supplemented 
their Martini with a llemingtou, an inch calibre 
elephant -gun with spherical iron bullets or conical 
shells, a regulation Italian umgaziiie ritle, a untsket 
of Mahomet Ali’s lirst expedition, a Martini of '85, or 

L 
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a Tower Eiflo of ’66 with a handful of the cartridges 
the sepoys declined to bite. Some had suits of 
armour tucked inside tliom; one or two, Saracen 
helmets slung to their belts. Over one tarbush 
waved n dindoni of black ostrich plumes. The whole 
regiment danced with spoar-hoaded l)annors blue and 
white, with golden letters tliereupon proini.siug victory 
to the faithful. And behind lialf-a-dozon men tugged 
at one of Mahmud’s ten captured guns ; they meant to 
ask the Sirdar if they might keep it. 

The bund .stopped, and a hoarse gust of song flung 
out. From references to Allah you might presume it 
a song of thanksgiving. Then, tramp, tramp, a little 
silence, and the song came again with an abrupt ex- 
ultant roar. The thin-legged, poker-backed shadows 
jerked longer and longer over the rough desert shingle. 
They had been going from six the bitter night before, 
and nothing to eat since, and Nakheila has been 111° 
in the shade, with the few spots of shade preoccupied 
by corpses. That being so, and remembering that 
the British and wounded had to follow, the Second 
Brigade condescended to a mere four miles an hour. 
And “ By George ! you know,” said the Boy, " they’re 
lovely ; they’re rippers. I’ve seen Sikhs and I’ve seen 
Gurkhas, and tlie.se are good enough for me. This has 
been the happie.st day of my life. I wasn’t happier 
the day 1 got the I).S.O. than I’ve boon to-day.” 

It was the happiest day of a good many lives. But 
forty all hut sleepless hours on your feet or iu your 
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saddle tell on the system in a climate that seesaws 
hetween a "rill and an icc-inachiiie. Ry the time I got 
in 1 was very coiitimted to tie my liorso by some wliity- 
hrowu "lass iiiul tumble In iJeep with iny head on thn 
saddle. Al iiiidiiiglit diimer was ready; then solid 
sleeji again. Awaking at live, 1 found an officer of 
(kdonel LewL'i’ii bugade in liLs hjjuih anil demandinj; 
tea. He hail {'ot in from Nnlclieila but two liours 
before, which brouglib hU fa.st well over twnnty-foiir 
hours and hi-s vigil to close on forty-eight. 

For it isn’t cveryliody tlmt tramps back into camp 
from battle with bands and praises nf Allah, fiome 
stay for good, and it pricks you in your joy when you 
catch yourself Ihinldng of that swift and wicked injus- 
tice. ‘VVhy him ? Also some come home on their 
backs, or wrcnelied and moaning in cacolcts bninp- 
ing on haogago-camels. I.rfjwi-j’s uever-weary, uever- 
hungry F!gypii!iu.s had lieen bringing in the wounded — 
carrying .sfretoher.- aeio-ss twelve hlaek miles of desert 
at something over a mile an liour. Ami Gouoral 
Hunter, who in the morning had been galloping bare- 
headed tlirougli the hnllel-i, waving on the latest-iaised 
hallalion of hlael.s, now eho.ie to spend Ihe night play- 
ing guide to till* crawling convoy. (Jeucr.d Hunter 
could not ilo an unsoldbirlike act if ho tried. 

It was ilillicnlt after all lobe .sorry for most of the 
men who were hit, they were so uggre-ssively not sorry 
for thi'iaselve.s. The afternoon of the light they lay 
in a little palm-grove northward of the zariba under 
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tonts of blanket — a double row of khald and grey 
flannel shirt, with more blankets below them and 
above. One face was covered with a handkerchief; 
one man gapped constantly— just the ga.sp of the child 
tluit wants sympatliy and doc.sn’t like to ask for it ; 
oiu* face was a blank nia.sk of yellow white clay. The 
rest, but lor the rod-splashed bandages and the im- 
portunate look nf iodoform, might have been lying 
down for a siesta. Their principal anxiety — these 
bearded lioys who had never fired a shot oif the range 
before — was to learn rvhat .size of deed they had 
helped to do to-day. “ A grahn’ light ? The best ever 
tonglrt in the Sudan ? Eh, indeed, sir; ah’m vara 
gUdid to hear ye say so,” “ Now, 'ow would you sy, 
sir, thi' ’d he iilougsido them lights they’ve been ’aviu’ 
in India’" “Bigger, oh? Ah! Will it bo in to- 
monorv's pyper 1 Well, they’ll be talkin’ about us at 
’oiue.” It was not tho nuhappiest day in these men’s 
lives either. 

The morrow of the fight brought a quiet morning 
— foi all but eorrespondents, who had now to pay for 
iiiuny days of idle luxury — aud in the afternoon wo 
all marched oil lo the old camp at Ahadar. Thence 
ort Snrrday the brigades were to march to their old 
(piarters -Biili-b to Darmali, l.sb to Berber, 2ird to 
E,istllern, and Urd to Fort Atbara. Everybody was 
agasp fill till* moving air and moving water of the 
Nile. Blit the British got very lato into camp on 
fiatruday night, and there was no longer any hurry, 
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(IS thtire was no longer any oueiny. Ho iii&tcad wo 
hail au EabU-r Sunday chuvch-jairade — mou staudiug 
rovoroutly four - .srpinro in the s.Hud ; in tho middle 
the ])adro, Hiiuuio-Hhouhlerod and H(£uarc-juwod, witli 
piittici and .siinate hoots Hhovving under tlie .surplice; 
a I'ouph' of (hums for hMitorii, aiul“Thnul{s bo to God) 
who i'i\('tli us till! vietoiy,” lor Usst, 

On Afonday, tlic llth, the Siidar rude into Eort 
Atliaia, and lie- Egypti.in Inigades followed Idiii, 
Till! Ihilish marehed lo lludi, and thmiec aeross tim 
desorb to Darnuili, their summer cpiartera. There 
began to bo talk about leave. l>ut before the cam- 
paign closed there was one imspiriting morning — tho 
return to Berber. 

It was more like a Roman triumph than anything 
you have over .seen — like in its colour, its barbarism, 
its intoxicating arrogance. Tho Sirdar reached Berber 
au hour or so after .'•unrise ; tlie garrison — ilacdoimld’s 
brigade — had bivouack(-d outside. 'J’he Sirdar rode 
up to the once more entrancing -d town, and was there 
received by a guard of honour ot tho J'lt F.gyptian.s, 
who had hold the town dining tlie eampaion. Tlie 
guns tlnmih'rcd a -.duU*. Then .'.lowly bo sLarted to 
rido down the wide main stmet — tall, straight, and 
masterful in his saddle, llunior Tasha at his .side, 
his .slalf and his Il.tg behind him, then Lewis Hoy 
and some of hi( ()l(i(Tr,s from Fort Athara, then a 
clanking e^eoit of cavalry. At the gate ho passed 
under a triumphal aicli, and all the street was Veuo- 
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There was no tliffereuco in Tort B-iici. Bbips want 
coal iu July as in Deconiber: the black dust hung 
over the Canal iu sullen fog, and the black demons of 
the pit wailed aa tlioy tripped from lighter to deck 
under their baskets, la the hotel the Levantine 
clerks and agents took their breakfast in white ducks 
under a punkah, but that was all the change. Black 
island of coal, jabbering island of beggars and touts, 
forlorn island cranked in by sea and canal and swamp 
and sand, Port Said in summer was not appreciably 
more God-forsaken than in the full season. 

Ismailia was not appreciably deader than usual. 
If anything, with half-a-dozen French summer gowns 
and a French bicycle club, iu blue and scarlet jerseys, 
doing monkey-tricks in front of the station, it was a 
shade more alive. 

Ill Cairo came the awful change. Cairo the fashion- 
able, the biilliant, was a desolation. When you ruu 
into the station in the season, the platform is lined 
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with uame» of hotels on the gold-laced caps of uuder- 
portors : you can hardly step out for swarms of 
Arabs, who fight for your baggage. On the night of 
July 12, the platfonn showed gaunt and large and 
empty. The streets were hardly better — a few list- 
less Arabs in the square oulsido tlie station, and then 
avenue on avenue of silent darkness. 

By daylight Cairo looked like a l)all-rooui the 
morning after. One hohd was shamelessly making 
up a ratlier hattorod face against next scsisou. The 
verandah of Hhepheard’a, where six mouths ago you 
could not move for tea-tables, nor hear the hand for 
the buzz of talk, was quite empty and lifeless ; only 
one perspiring waiter hinted that this was a hotel. 
The Continental, the centre of Cairene fashion, had a 
whole wing shuttered up; the mirrors in the great 
hall were blind with whiting, and naked suites of bed- 
room furniture camped out in the great dining-room. 
Some shops were shut; the rest wore demi-toilettes 
of shutter and blind ; the dozing shopkeepers seemed 
half-resentful that anybody should wish to buy in 
such weather. As for scaralw and nccldarns and curi- 
osities of Egypt, they no longer pretended to think that 
any sane man could give money for such things. As 
you looked out from the Citadel, Cairo boemed dazed 
under the sun ; the very Pyramids lookod as if they 
wore taking a holiday. 

All that was no more than you expected : you know 
that no tourists came to Egypt in July. But native 
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Egypt was out of season too. Tho streets that clacked 
with touts and boggars, that jingled with every kind 
of hawker’s rubbish — you passed along them down 
a vista of closed jalousies and saw not a soul, hoard 
not a sound. The natives must be somewhere, only 
where ? A few you saw at road-making, painting, and 
tho like jobs of an off-season. But every native was 
dull, listless, hanging from his stalk, half dead. Eyes 
were languid and lustroless ; the painter’s head drooped 
and swayed from side to side, and the brush almost 
fell from his lax lingers. In tho narrow bevel of 
shadow left under a wall by tho high sun, flat on back 
or face, open-mouthed, half asleep, half fainting, gasped 
Arab Cairo — tho parasite of the tourist in his holiday, 
the workman leaving his work, donkey-boy and donkey 
flat and panting together. 

'Well might they gasp and pant; for the air of 
Cairo was half dead too. You might drive in it at 
night and feel it whistle round you, but it did not 
refresh you. You might draw it into your lungs, but 
it did not fill them. The air had no quality in it, no 
body: it was thin, used up, motionless, too limp to 
live in. The air of August London is stale and close, 
poor ; exaggerate it fifty-fold and you have the air of 
July Cairo. You wake up at night dull and flaccid 
and clammy with sweat, less refreshed than when you 
lay down. You live on what sleep you can pilfer 
during the hour of down. As you drive home at night 
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you onvy llie dark figure iu a galabeah stretched on 
the pavement of Kaar-en-Nil bridge; there only in 
Cairo can you feel a faint stirring in the air. 

To put all ill one word, Egypt lacks its Nile. The 
all-fatliering river is at hia lowest and weakest. In 
places he is nearly dry, and what water lie can give 
the cracked fields is pale, green, unfertile. He was 
beginning to rise now, slowly ; presently would come 
the flood and tlic brown manuring water. The night 
wind would blow strongly over his broadened bosom, 
tho green would spring out of the mud, and Egypt 
would be alive again. 

Only ill one place wa.s she alive yet — and that was 
the Continental Hotel. Here all day sat and came 
and went clean-limbed young men in flannels, and 
at dinner-time the terrace was cool with white mets- 
jackets. Outside was the only crowd of natives in 
Cairo — a thick lino of Aiabs sc^uattiiig by the opposite 
wall, nursing testiiiioiiiaLs earned or bought, cooks 
and valets and grooms — waiting to he hired to go up 
the Nile. Up at the citadel they would show you the 
great blaek iip-'-tandiiig ‘lO-poiuider guns with which 
they meant to bieaeli Khartum. Out at Abbassieh 
the 21st Lancers were changing their tioop-horses for 
lighter Syrians and eouuliy-breds, Tho barrack-yard 
of Kasr-eu-Nil wa.s yellow with touts, and under a 
breatlile.ss afternoon sun the black-belted Rifle IJriguda 
uiarclied in from the station to fill them. Tho wilted 
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But first we had to tunnel through the filth^sgj 
seventeen houis in li^gypt. The servants had spread 
our blankets on tlio hare, hard leather seats of the 
boxes that Egyptian railways call sleeping-cars; a 
faint giatcful air began to glide in through the 
windows, And then came in the dust. Without haste 
— ^lind it not seventeen hours before it ? — it streamed 
through every cliink in a thick coffee-coloured cloud. 
It piled itself steadily over the seats and the floor, the 
bags end bundles and cases ; it built up walls of mud 
round the soda-water, and richly larded the half-cold 
chicken ior the nioiTow’s lunch. "We choked onrsolves 
to sleep; in the morning we choked no longer, the 
lungs having reconciled themselves to breathe powdeied 
Egypt. Our faco.s were layered with coffee-colour, 
thicker than the powder on tho latest fashionable 
lady's nose. Hair and moustaches, eyebrows and eye- 
lashes, and every corner of sun-puckered eyes, were 
lost and levelled in rich friable soil. And from the 
caked, sun-riven fields of thirsty Egypt fresh clouds 
rose and rolled and settled, till in all the train you 
saw, smelt, touched, tasted nothing hut dust. 

At Luxor came the first novelty. When I came 
down tho praoUcahlo railway stopped short there; 
now a narrow-gavxge railway ran through to Assuan. 
Itisnotcpiito comprehensible why the gauge should 
have been broken, — perhaps to make sure that the 
lino should be kept exoliusivoly military. It can 
easily be altered afterwards to the Egyptian gauge; 
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j:jjpr.*iwhile the jouruey is done by train in twelve 
hours against tlie post-boat’s thirty-aix. 

Assuan was the same as ever. >Shellal, at the head 
of the cataract, the great forwarding .station for the 
Soutli, was th() .same, only much more so. 'I’lio high 
banlf was one .solid rampart of aininunitiou and beef, 
biscuit and barley; it chmged and linJded all night 
through witli [larts of sleaniors and sections of hargc.s. 
Hteru- wheelers came down from the. South, turned 
about, took in fuel, hooked on four barges alongside, 
and thudded off up-river again. No hurry ; no rest. 
And here was the same (Jomtnandant as when I came 
up before. He had had one day in Cairo ; his hair 
was two shades greyer ; he was still being reviled by 
everybody who did not liave everything he wanted 
sent through at five seconds’ notice; he was still 
drawing unmercifully on body and brain, and ripping 
good years out of his life to help to conquer the Sudan, 
Victory over dervishes may be won in an liour, may 
1)0 cheap; victory over the man-eating Sudan — the 
victory of the railway, thu .steamer, th(‘ river — moans 
months and yeans of toil and .so mneh of his life lost, 
to every man that heli)s to win i1 . 

The steamer linki'rcd atlu’r fourteeii-year-nld boiler 
for twenty hours, and then tnrdged off towards Haifa. 
Shu did the llOO odd mile.s in 77 hours, .so that it 
would have been almost as quick tt) Iiave gone by 
road in a wheel! lurrow. Ibit then the nuggars along- 
side w'ere heavy with many sacks of i)arley, to be 
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turned later into cavalry chargers. Moreover, orP^Ec 
second morning, rounding a hend, we suddenly saw a 
line drawn diagonally across the river. All the water 
below the line was green; all above it was brown. 
And the brown pressed slowly, thickly forward, driv- 
ing the green before it. This was the Nile-flood, — the 
rich Aby.ssinian mud that comes down Bine Nile and 
Atbiira. When this should have floated down below 
tho cataract, Egypt would have water again, air again, 
bread again, life again. Amd the Sudan would have 
gnuboata and barges of cartridges and gyassas of food 
and fodder, and the Sirdar thundering at the gates of 
Kharbvim. 

Next windy, groen-tieed Haifa — only this time it 
was loss windy than last, and the trees, though still 
the gioouest on the Nile, were not so green. Last 
time there had been melons growing on the sandy 
eyot opposite the commandoria, and the eyot had 
grown higher daily; this time it was all dry sand 
and no melons, — only it grew daily smaller in the 
lapping water. But spring or summer, Haifa’s busi- 
ness is the same — the railway and the recruits. That 
line was finished now up to tho Atbara, and the fore- 
bhnve was clear of rails and sleepers. But instead 
tlicy were forcing through stores and supplies, chok- 
ing the trucks to the throat with them. The glut had 
only began when the line reached its terminus; it 
would be over before the now while brigade came 
tbrougb. Everything iii the Sirdar’s Expedition has 
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ita Own time — first material, then transport, then 
troops; and woe unto him who is behind his time. 

The platform was black and brown, blue and white 
with a fireat crowd of nativas. For drawn up in lino 
ojjposilo the waitiii" trucks were rij'id .sfpin<ls of black 
fi"nn>s in the familiar brown jersey and blue putties, 
.'uul on the tarbnshcs the badi'es, green, blank, red, 
yellow, blu(>, and white, of each of the six ,Sudauc.so 
battalions. Thin-slianked Sliilliiks and Dinkas from 
the White Nile, stubby Dcni-irclha from Darfitr and 
the West, — they were just the figures and huddled 
savage-smiling faces tliat we had last .seen at Tlerber. 
Only — the last time we had seen those particular 
lilacks they were shooting at ns. Every one had begun 
life as a dervish, and had been taken prisoner at or 
after the Atbara. Sow, not four months after, here 
they were, erect and soldierly, with at least the rudi- 
ments of .shooting, on their way to light their former 
masters, and very glad to do it. They knew when 
they were well off. Ilefure they wore slaves, half- 
clothed, hulf-fed, half-arnusl, <;ui)(l to lose their women 
at Shendi, iiud lo stay in the trenches of Nakhiiila when 
the llaggara ran away, Kow they are free soldiers, 
well paid, well clothed, well fed, with weapons they 
can trust and ollicers who charge ahead and would 
ralhi'i' din than leave them. Their wonnm — who, after 
all, only preceded them into the j'lgyplian army — are 
as safe from rueapture at Haifa ns you are in the 
Strand. Ho wonder the bliicks grinned merrily as 

u 
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they bundled up on to the trucks, and the women 
lu-lu-lued them off with the head-stabbing shrillness 
of certain victory. 

The first time I travelled on the S.M,ru I enjoyed 
a berth in the large saloons ; the second time in one 
of the small saloons ; this time it was a truck. Tut 
the truck, after all, was the most comfortable of the 
throe. It was a long double-bogie, with a plank roof, 
and canvas curtains that you could let down when 
the sun came in, and eight angarebs screwed to the 
floor. Tlierciii six men pUed their smaller baggage, 
and set up their tables, and ate and drank and slept 
and yawned forty-eight hours to the Atbara. Of all 
the three months’ changes in tlie Sudan, here were the 
most stupefying Abeidieh, where the new gunboats 
had been put together, had grown from a hut and two 
tents to a railway station and triangle and watering- 
plant and engine -shed, and rows of seemly mud- 
barracks, soon to be hospital. Tut the Atbara was 
even more utterly transformed. I had left it a for- 
tified camp ; I found it a kind of Nine Elms. Lewis 
Toy’s house, then the pride of the Sudan, now cowered 
in the middle of a huge mud-wallcd station-yard. 
Toxes and barreLs and bags climbed up and over- 
shadowed and choked it Ammunition and stores, 
food and fodder — the journey had been a crescendo 
of them, but this was the fortissimo. You wandered 
about among tli« streets of piles that towered over- 
head, and lost yourself in munitions of war. Along 
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fcho’lfile hank, where two steamers together had been 
a rarity, lay four. Another paddled ceaselessly to and 
fro across the river, where the little two-company 
camp luul grown into lines for the cavalry and camel 
corps. Slim- sparred gya.ssa.s fringed all the bardc; 
laleeii sails bellied over the full river. 

Of troops tlu! place was all but empty; the indis- 
liensable KgypLian.s weri) away up the river cutting 
and .stacking wood for the steamers or preparing 
depots. In miil-Ajiril the Athara was the as yet un- 
attaimid objisitivo of the railway, in mid- July the 
railway was ancient history, and the Atbara was the 
])ortof departure lor tlio boats. Just a half-way house 
on the road to Khartum. What a man the idirdar ia — 
if he is a man! We got out and pitched our tents; 
and here we found the men who had not been on 
leave — the railway and the water transport and the 
camel transport and tho fatigues in general — working 
harder, harder, harder every day and every night. 
We drank a gin-aud-soda to the master-toast of the 
Fjgy])lian army ; " Farllun’ South 1 ” 
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TUB BIllST STEPS FORWAED. 

A.T the licginniiii' nf Auuust th(i iihlitiuy tli3po<iiLion8 
wiTi* not, on paper, very diUoreut from tliose of the 
end of Api'd. Tlie Birdar's hoadrxuaitms had been 
moved to the Alh.ua in onlei that the vast operations 
of li,ni''i)oit at that point might go on under his own 
eye. Of the four iurantiy bugndo'j which had fought 
against ilaliruud, three wore still in theii’ .summer 
(piaiters. Neither ot the two additional brigades 
had yet arrived at the front. 

The force destined for Omdunnau consisted of two 
infantry divisions, one British and one Egyptian ; one 
regiment of British and ten sexuadrons of Egyptian 
cavalry ; one field and one howitzer battery, and two 
sit'ge-gniis of Brithsh artillery ami one horse and four 
field batteries of Egyptian, besides both British and 
Egyptian Maxini.s-, eight companies of camel-corps; 
the medical service and the trnnsiwrt corps; six 
tighting gunboats, wilh eight transport steamers and 
a host of fliiiliug boats. 
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The Egyptian infantry (Uvihion was commanded, as 
beture, by Major-General Hunter ; but it now counted 
four brigades instead of tlireo. The First, Second, and 
Third (Macdonald’s, Maxwell's, and Lewis's) were con- 
stituted as in the jVtbara campaign. 

The commanding ofticers of battalions were the 
Hiimo except for the 1.3th .Sudanese. Smitli-Horrien 
l!oy, who originally raised the regiment, now com- 
mandrxl in place, of C'olliiison Ley. The latter officer 
hud been promo! ed to the command of the Fourth 
lirigade. It wa.s entirely Egyptian — tho 1st (Eim- 
ba.shi Horan), 5th (Ilorhau Bey, with native officers), 
17th (Bunbury Boy), and tho newly-raised 18th (Bim- 
bashi Matchott). Of these the first was at Fort 
Atbara; the 17th aud 18th were coming up from 
Merawi, hauling boats over the Fourth OatiU’act. 
Tiny reached Abu Ilamed by the beginnmg of 
August. The. 5th was half at Berber aud half on 
the march across the desert from Suakim. 'Ihe 
Third Brigade was at various points up-river, cutting 
wood tor tho st earners. 

The two Egyptian battalions (2ud uml 8th) attached 
to the First and .Second Brig.idcs wore at Nasri Island, 
ten miles or so from the foot of the, Shabluka Cata- 
raet, forming a depot for supplies and stores. The 
six hlae.k battalioms left Berber on July 80, aud ar- 
rived at the Atljara in the .small hours of August 1. 
Taking tho strength of an Egyptian battalion at 750, 
tho division would number 12,000 men. 
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Major - General Gafcacre commanded the Britisli 
Division. Of its two brigades the First — the British 
Brigade of the last campaign, now under Colonel 
Wauohope — was still in summer quarters. Head, 
quarters, Camerons, Scaforths, and Maxim battery at 
Daruiali; Lincolns and Warwicks nt Essillem. The 
last two had changed commanding officers — Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel Louth now had the Lincolns, Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel Forbes the Warwicks. The latter 
officer had arrived at Umdabieh two days before the 
Atbara fight to relieve lieutenant - Colonel Quale 
Jones, ordered home to command the 2nd Battalion of 
the regiment; with rare tact and common -sense it 
was arranged that Colonel Jones should lead the bat- 
talion he knew. Colonel Forbes went into the fight 
as a free-lauce, and I saw him enjoying himself like 
a schoolboy with a half -holiday. The Warwicks 
I'ejoiced once more in the possession of their two 
companies from the Merawi garrison. Casualties in 
action, and deaths and invalidings from sickness, had 
brought down the strength of this brigade, though 
officers and men had stood the climate exceedingly 
well. The sick-rute had never touched 6 per cent. 
There were not fifty graves in the cemetery ; and most 
of the faces at the mess-tables were familiar. The 
Lincolns, who bad como up over 1100 strong, still had 
080 ; the other three battalions were each about 750 
strong, and the Warwicks were expecting a draft of 
sixty men. With the Maxims, A.S.O., and Medical 
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Sor.Tice the strength of the brigade would come to 
nearly 3600. The Second Brigade had not yet come 
up from Egypt. Colonel Lyttelton was to command. 
The four battalions composing it were the 1st 
Northumbeiiaud fusiliers (5th, Lieutenant-Colonel 
Money) and 2nd Lancoahire Fusiliers (20th, Liou- 
tonaiit'Colonel Colliugwood) from tlio Cairo garrison, 
the 2u(l Jwifle IJrigade (Colonel Howard) from Malta, 
and tlio l.sl Grenadier Guards from Gibraltar. Jfiach 
battalion \v!is to come up over 1000 strong. The Ist 
Royal Irish Fusilior.i, from Alexandria, were souding 
up a Maxim detachment with four guns, so that the 
whole division would number well over 7500. 

Broadwood Bey’s nine squadrons of cavalry had 
concentrated during the last week of July on the 
western bank opposite Fort Atbaro. They were to 
march up, starting on August 4, and to be joined 
at Metemmeh by a squadron from Merawi The 21st 
Lancers (Colonel Martin) Avere e.xpected up from Cairo 
about 500 strong ; tlie total of the cavalry would be 
about 1500. British and Egyptian were to be separate 
commands. 

The whole of the artUlcry, on tho other hand, was 
under Long Bey, of the Egyptian Army. The arrival 
of Bimbashi ytowart’s battery from MeruAVi had com- 
pletetl tho strength of the Egyptian artillery j both 
this battery and Biniba.shi I’eake’s had been re-ormed 
with 0-pouudwr aiaxim-Jfordeufoldts, so that all the 
field guns Avere now the sumo. These, with tho horse 
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battery, began to go np the Nile at the beginuiug of 
August — ^tbe pieces by boat, the horses and mules 
inarching. The 32ud Meld Battery E.A. (Major ‘Wil- 
liams), the S^th hield Battery with 5-inch howitzers 
and Lyddite sliells and two 40-pouuder siege guus, 
were coming up from Cairo. This would give a total 
of forty-four guu,s. besides twenty Britisli and Egyp- 
tian Maxima. 

Two companies of camel corps were at the Atbara, 
timed to march on August 2. One was coming over 
from Suakim. The other live, under Tudway Bey, 
couimauding the whole corps, were to start with the 
Merawi squadron of cavalry, about the same time, 
and march by Sir Hoibert Stewart’s route across the 
Bayuda Desert to Metemiueh. The strength would 
be about 800. The laud force was thus over 22,000 
men. 

The three new gunboats — ^Mahk, Sheikh, and Sultan 
— were put together at Abeidich, the work beginuiug 
immediately after the battle of the Atbara, as soon 
as the railway reached tliat place. They carry two 
12|-pounder Maxira-Nordenfeldt quick-firers fore and 
aft, and three Maxims, two on the upper dock and 
one on a platform above. They are lightly armoured, 
being bullet-proof all over, and the screw is protected 
by being sunk in a plated well a few feet forward of 
the stern. As tlghtiug boats they might be expected 
to show .superior qualities to the vessels of the Zafir 
class ; but as beasts of burden with barges they were 
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inferior lo these. Drawing only 18 inches against the 
older boat’s 30 inches, they could not get grip enough 
of the water to make good headway against the full 
Nile. 

From the disposition of the force, extended along 
the Nile fivnii Shahluka to Alexandria, and across the 
desert from Korti to fiuakim, it was evident that the 
campaign had not yet opened by the beginning of 
August, 'riio army was only entering on the move- 
ments pri'paratory to concentration. The point of 
concentration was Wad Habashi, a dozen miles or so 
south of Shahlukii; the time was as yet uncertain. 
Transport was so far forward tliat wo might easily get 
to Ouidurman the lirst week in September. All de- 
pended on the weather. Up to now there had been 
hardly any rain. But the real rainy season — said 
Slatin I’aslia, who is the only white man with real 
opportunity of knowing — runs from August JO to 
Septi-mhor 10. It might he sooner or later, heavier 
or lighlor. A .swolleu river, a Hooded, loiTont-riven 
bank, malaria and ague, would bold us back. A dry 
season would jiasa us gaily through. 

And wlieu wo advanced from Wad Ilahashi? It 
was utterly impossible to say what would befall. If 
tlio Klialifii a anted Lo give us trouble, be would leave 
without llgl)tinj', 'I'hat would probably mean that lie 
wouhl got his throat cut hy ono of the iimumcrable 
enemies ho has made; certainly it would mean the 
eollap.so of hi.s empire. But it would also mean a 
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costly expedition with no finality at the end of it; 
it would mean years of anarchy, dacoity from Khar- 
tum to the Albert Nyanza, from Abyssinia to Lake 
Chad. Only there was always the relieving thought 
that Khalifa Abdullahi would aim not so much at 
giving trouble to us as at avoiding it for himself. 
With Mahmud’s experience before his eyes he might 
think it safest to be taken prisoner. He might, just 
possibly, even decide to die game. 

Granting that he fought, it was still hopelessly un- 
certain where and how he would fight. It might be 
at Korreri, sixteen miles north of bis capital •, it might 
be inside his wall. We could speculate for day.s ; wo 
did ; but to come to any conclusion more likely than 
any other was beyond any man in the army. 
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IN SUMMER QUARTERS. 

ycENE of the tUalof'ue, a mess-room iu a village on 
the Nile. Time, nearly luueh-tiine. A subaltern is 
discovered smoking a cigarette under the verandah. 
Enter 1. 

Sifhalteni, Hallo, Steoveus ! when did you come up ? 
Get down and have a drink. Hi, yon syce! Take 
this huwagu’s hoasun and take tlie sarg and bridle o£f 
and diiii a <lrink of nwijgah. What’ll you drink ? . , , 
Oh no : this i.'iu’b so bad — better than Has Hudi, any- 
how, You’re looking at our pictures — out of the 
‘ Graphic,’ you know — coloured them ourselves — whelps 
you throiigli the day, you know : that’s a well-developed 
lady, isn’t it? Havo a cigarette, will you? We’re 
all getthig pretty well fed up with this place by now. 

Enfey a Unpkdn, Hallo, Steoveus! when did you 
come up? Have you got anything to drink? I 
suppose you've iieeii at homo all this time. No, I 
haven't been farther north than Gerber. Had a very 
jolly ten days up the Atbara, though. Two parties 
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went — one with the General, one afterwards. Seven 
guns got a hundred and sixty-five sand-grouse in one 
day. Went up right beyond our battlefield. High ? 
Never smelt anything like it in my life. The bush 
gets very thick above. No; no lions. 

Subaltern. We got a croco down here, though, aTid a 
bally great fish with a head on him three feot six long, 
the head alone. No, I haven’t been down either. I 
went down with a boat party to Geneincteh, though — 
ripping. There was a grass bank just six inches above 
the water, and you could bathe all day. The men 
loved it, if they were pretty fit to begin with ; if they 
weren’t, you see, what with bully beet and dirty 
water 

Captain. Hut we’re all getting fed up, as the 
Tommies say, with this place by now. 

Enter a Senior Captain. Hallo, Steevens ! I heard 
you’d come up. In tliis country it isn’t “Have a 
drink,” but “ What’ll you drink ? ” Well, here we are 
still in this filthy country. Tes, I got ten days in 
Cairo, but I was at the dentist’s all the time. Gad, 
what a country ! When I think of all the lives that 
have been lost for this miserable heap of sand they 

call the Sudan — ughl — ^it’s — ^it’s 

Subaltern. Ripping sport : everybody was wondering 
how the Tari Mutuel was done so well. The truth 
was, it was run by the same men of the Amiy Pay 
Department that do it at Uie races in Cairo. DevRish 
good race, loo, the Atbaru Deiby. Wo tliought we 
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hadn’t got a chance against all these Egyptian army 
fellows, and Fair won it by a head, Sparkes second, a 
bad third. 

Enter a Major. Well, Steevens, how are you ? Been 

up long ? Have a I see you’ve got one. Good 

to .see all you follows coming out again ; means busi- 
iifisa. J’liver’s very full to-day, isn’t it? 

Captain. IHseu throe feet and an inch since yester- 
day. The Atbara ilood, J suppose. You were at 
Athfira ; did you .see it ? 

I. Rather. It came down roaring, hit the Nile, and 
piled up on (uid. Brought down trees, beams, dug- 
outs — 

Major. Well, now, shall we go in to lunch? You 
didn’t see the KirsL British Brigade field-firing to-day, 
did you? Nothing will come within 800 yards of that 
alive. Po you think we shall have a fight ? 

Efitrr a Cohnrl. Good morning, Mr Steevens : have 
you been up lung ? Are you being attended to ? Yes, 
now ; shall w o have a light ? What will he do now ? 
I ean’t bear to think we aren’t going to have a fight. 
iiior Captain. Fight? wh 

Major. If he’d oidy come out into the open 

Captain. No; he’ll stick behind liis 

SiiitiiUrrii. Wall : then we shall have 

Major. Two day.s’ Iminbardment ; but then, you 
know 

Golmrl. Well, I wish we’d another brigade in re- 
serve to stay at 
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Senior Oaptam, Another brigade, sir? Why, it 
makes me sick to boo all this preparatioa against 
such an enemy. We had 1500 men at Abu Klca, 
and now we’ve got 20,000. Fanatics ? Look at those 
men we fought at the Atbara, those misemblo scally- 
wag.s. Do you call these fanatics ? Sell their lives ? 
give ’em away. Despise tlie onciuy ; ye.s, T Jo despise 
them ; T di'spiso them utterly. Didos arc too good for 
tliom. Sticks, sir, wo ought to take to them — sticks 
with bladders on the end. Why, tlio moment wo 
camo to thoir zariba they got up mid ran — got up like 
a white cloud and ran. And then all these ptepata- 
tioufi and all this force ? Tliey’ic a contem])tiblo 
enemy— a wretched, despicable enemy. Why won’t 
the .Sirdar let the gunboats above .Shabluka ? I’eoause 
Beatty would take Khartum. 

Gdlmcl. Come, come now. But what’ll you have to 
cat now ? 

General Conversation. Going to the Gymkhana thus 
afternoon. . . . Squat on his hunkers in.sidc his 
wall . . . won’t sell you a drop of milk, the surly 
devils, when we're saving their country ... the 
houses at Omdurman are outside the wall, you know 
... not a bad notion of jumping, that bay pony . . , 
-treet-to-.streot fighting, we should lose a devil of a lot 
of men . . . did you hear the Guards cabled to ask 
what arraugemeuta had beoa made for ico on the cam- 
paign? , . . but then he can’t defend his wall; it 
hasn’t got a banquette, and it’s twelve feet high . . . 
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gave the recruit their water-bottles to fill at the lake. 
“Hero, Jock," they sairl, “take miue too." So the 
wretched man started ofl' with the water-hottlc.s oi 
the whole half-oompaiiy to fill them at the mirage . . . 
have another drink . . . rather ; fed up with it ; rail- 
way fatiguc.s, too, and field-days twice a-wcek ... it 
was their Colonel kept them from coming up, they 
say : damned tine regiment all the same . . , weakest 
Covenunent of this century, .sir , . . stowasser gaiters 
... go under canvas a couple of days before we 
start . . . ripping sport . . , fed up . . . drink . . . 

Gohmd (rUmj). Well, now, will you have a cigarette? 

Sinior (Jnpiaw. A miracle of mismanagement. . . . 

Voire of Tommy {outbide). Wliateher doin’ ? 

Second voice, Oancher see ? stickiii’ ’oods on these 
’ere caeolets. 

Voice of Tommy. Whatcher doin’ that for ? 

Second voice, Doncher know? To kinry tlie bleed’n 
Grenadier Gawds to Khartum. 
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DKl’AIlTUlUiH A?5D AHUIVALS. 

On Uio ">til (if Angn'.t the six Rwlano'io hattalions 
loft Furt Atbam for Uk* jidiat of cimceutTation at 
‘\V''a(l Ifaliashi. AEdst people who saw them start 
remarked that they wonld he very {(lacl to hear they 
had arrived. 

You may have .seen sardines in tin.s ; but you 
will never really know how roomy and comfortable 
a tinned sardine must feel until you have seen blacks 
packed on one of the. Sirdar’s steamers. Nothing 
but the Sirdar's audacity would ever have tried it; 
nothing but his own peculiar blend of luck and 
judguieut would have carried it through without 
appalling disaster. 

Dressed in nothing hut their white Friday shirt 
and drawer.<5, the men filed on to the boats. Every 
man earned his bhinkul, for men from the Eipiator 
have tender c1iest,s, but it was difficult to see how 
he was ever to g(*t into it. On each deck of each 
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steamer they squatted, shoulder to shoulder, toe to 
back, chin to knoc. Fast alongside each gunboat were 
a couple of double-decked roofed barges, brought out 
in sections from England for tliis very purpose. Both 
decks were jammed full of black men till you could 
not have pushed a walking-stick between them : the 
upper deck liollied under their weight like a hara- 
ino(;k. At tlio tail of each goiuboat floated a gyasaa 
or two gyassas; in them you could have laid your 
blanket and slept peacefully on the soldiers’ heads. 
Thus in this laud of inqwssibilitii's a craft not quite 
so big as a penny steamer started to take 1100 men, 
cribbed so that they could not stretch arm or leg, 
100 miles at rather under a mile an hour. 

The untroubled Nile floated down brim-full, thick 
and brown ns Turkish coffee, swift and strong as an 
ocean. The turbid Atbara came down swishing and 
rushing, sunk bushes craning their heads above the 
flood, and green Sodom apples racing along it like 
bubbles, and flung itself upon the Nile. Against the 
double streams the steamers — seven in all, bigger and 
smaller, with over GOOO men — pulled slowly, slowly 
southward. The faithful women, babies on their 
hips, screamed one more farewell: their life is a 
string of farewells, threaded with jewels of victori- 
ous return. The huddled heaps of white cotton and 
black skin \»egau to blend together in the blurring 
sunlight. They started before breakfast; by lunch- 
time all but ouo had vanished round the elbow a 
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mile or two iip-sbream. The blacks were gone out 
to conquer again. 

Blacks gone, whites came. The IleadquarteTs ami 
first four companies of the Itifle Brigade were in camp 
l)efore the steamons were under way. Tliese things 
fit in like the joints of your body till you take them 
for the general courao of things; only when you go 
to Trcad(iiiarler.s and .see Ghicfs-of-Stalf and IJ.A.A.G.R. 
find orderly-ofiieerH and aidcs-de-funip calculating and 
verifying and countersigning and telegraphing and 
acknowledging, do you rfialiso that the staff-work of 
an army the biggest and most business-like busi- 
ness in tho world. 

The Rifles’ linst morning of Sudan was not endear- 
ing. They were .shot out on to a little hillock or plat- 
form at half-past one in the morning, in the middle 
of one of the best dust-storms of the season. Through 
the throttled moonlight they might have seen, if they 
had cared to look at anything, the correspondent of 
the ‘Daily Mail’ hammering at his uptorn tent-pegs 
with a tin of saddle-soap, and howling dismally to a 
mummified servant to bring him the mallet, Tack, 
tack, tack went the mallets all over camp. But 
the Rifles had neither tents nor angarebs nor bags; 
they were dumped down among their baggage and sat 
down for five hours to contemplate the smiling Sudan, 
Then they disinterred themselves and their belongings 
and marched into camp. 

But this new brigade was to have a Cook’,s tonr by 
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coinpaTison wifcli the other. They had abundant bit 
and abundant stores. Trora the sea to Shabluba they 
hardly needed to put loot to the ground : thence it was 
a matter of half-a-dozen marches to Khartum and Om- 
durman. Tight there — then into boats again and down 
to the rail-head at the Atbara; train to Haifa, boat to 
Assuan, train to Cairo or Alexandria — the two new 
l)!ittalions, llillca and Gruards, might bo up and down 
ugiiiii, in and out of tho country inside a couple of 
months. Tho sarcastic asked why they were not 
brought up in ice, unpacked at Omdurman to fight, 
and then packed in ice again. But that was unjust. 
Either you mmst give a regiment time to get fit and 
weed out its weaklings, or else you must cocker it all 
you can till you want it. The Eifles and G-uards 
would never he as hard as the splendid sun-dried 
battalions of tho Tirst Brigade — ^there was not time 
to harden them. The next best thing was to beep 
them fresh and fit by sparing them as much as 
possible. 

So the Eifles made their camp on the Atbara bank 
— cool, airy, and relatively free from dust-drift. Kext 
day — the 4th— the second half of the battalion came 
in; next day Brigadier-General Lyttelton with his 
staff and the 32nd field battery ; next day the first half 
of the Grenadier Gviards. So tlicy were timed to go on 
— half a battalion or a battery or a squadron nearly 
every morning till the whole second brigade was on 
the Atbara. Before the toil of it had arrived the head 
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would 1)6 off again— men and guns by boat, boasts by 
road — to Wad Habashi. 

To transport 5000 men, 600 horses, two batteries 
with draught cattle, and two siege-guns some 1300 
miles along a lino of rail and river within four weeks is 
not, iDCrhaps, on paper, a very astounding achievemont. 
But remoiaber last time wo came the same way. Jlo- 
momber 1884 — ^tho voyagonrs and the Seedoe boys, the 
whalers and the troopers set to ride on camels and 
fight on foot, aud all the i-est of the JEmpire-hallet 
business — the force tliat left Cairo abotit the time of 
year these were leaving, that hegtrn ni leave Hnlia at 
the opening of September and su'uok the Nile at 
MeteiumoU late in January, while most of it never got 
beyond Korli. It is exactly the difl'erenco between 
the amateur and the profossional. 

Eemembcr, f urtbermoi'e, that the railway from Luxor 
to Assuan aud tlie railway from Haifa to the Athara 
are both quite new : at home, with every engineering 
facility which is lacking in the Sudan, a new line is 
allowed a few months' trial to settle and mature before 
heavy traffic is run over it. The track is single, the 
engines ore many of them old, the native officials are 
all of them incapable. The steamers are few and in 
great part old. The wind for the sailing boats was 
mostly contrary. The country is a howling red-hot 
depopnlatiou. Yet every arriving vessel was not 
merely up to its time but a little before it. It wanted 
for nothing by the way, aud when it arrived found 
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provision for just three limes as long as it was likely 
to need it. 

And all the time, remember, just the same thing 
was going on up the river. While the trains were bring- 
ing the liritish, the boats wero taking the blacks. The 
gyas.sfi.s sank their low waists awash with the Nile- 
llood under groaning loads of supplies : the streets of 
boxes and sacks at the Atbara never scorned to grow 
le.sa, but .similar .streets wore rising at Nasri Island. 
Above us the bank was being stacked with wood for 
the steamers ; below ua Egyptian battalions wero haul- 
ing at more boats to take more supplies forward, AH 
one steady piill along a ropo ISOO miles long — a pull 
without a stumble, without a slack, And the Sirdar 
ran his eye along the whole tension of it, knowing 
every man’s business better than he did himself. 
Only furious because the wind was south or west in- 
stead of north. He was not accustomed to such luck 
and ho did not deserve it. Hut neither did he succumb 
to it. The sailing boats went south all the same. The 
Sirdiir told them to go south ; and somehow, tacking, 
towing, punting, Allah knows how, south it was. 
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If il had uot been for Iha drink 1 should never have 
come twice to the fSuduu. 

It is part of the comprehensive uselessness of this 
country that its one priceless production can uevor 
be exported. If the Sudan thirst could be sent home 
in capsules, like the new soda-water sparklets, it would 
make any man’s fortune in an evening. The irony 
of it is, that there is so much thirst here — such a 
limitless thirst as might supply the world’s whole 
population richly : on the other side there are millions 
of our fellow - creatures, surrounded by every liquor 
that art can devise and patience perfect, but wanting 
the thirst to drink withal. Gentlemen in England 
now abed will call themselves accursed they were 
not hero. And even the few white men who vainly 
strive to do justice to these stupendous depths and 
intensities, these vast areas and periods of thirst — 
how utterly and intiably inadequate we are to our 
high opporliinity. 
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I wonder if you ever were thirsty ? Probably not. 
I never had been till I came to the Sudan, and that 
is why I came again. If yon have been really thirsty, 
and often, you will be able to distinguish many vari- 
ations of the phenomenon. The sand-storm thirst I 
hardly count. It is caused by light soil forming in 
the gullet; wash the soil away and the thirst goes 
with it : this can bo done with water, which you do 
not even need to swallow. 

The desert thirst is more legitimately so called : it 
arises from the grilling sun on tho sand, from the 
dancing glare, and from hard riding therein. This 
is not an unpleasant thirst : the sweat evaporates on 
your face in the wind of your own galloping, and 
thereby produces a grateful coolness without, while 
throat and gullet are wliite-hot within. The desert 
thirst consists in this contrast ; it can be satisfied by a 
gulp or two of really cool water which has also been 
evaporating through a canvas bottle slung on your 
saddle. 

But in so far as it can be satisfied, it is no true 
Sudan thirst. The true Sudan thirst is insatiable. 
The true Sudan thirst — which, to be sure, may be 
found in combination with either or both of the 
others, and generally is — is born of sheer heat and 
sheer sweat. Till you have felt it, you have not 
thirsted. Every drop of liquid is wrung out of your 
body; you could swim in your cloLhos; but, inside, 
your muscle shriuks to dry sponge, your bones to dry 
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pilh. All your strength, your suhstauce, your self is 
draining out of you; you aro conscious of a perpetual 
litiuefaclion and evaporation of good solid you. You 
must be wetted till you soften and swell to life again. 

You arc wotted. You pour iu wet, and your self 
sucks it iu aud swells — ^and then instantly it gushes 
out again at every pore, and the self contracts and wilts. 
You swill in more, and out it Imbblos before you even 
feel your iusido take it up. Mure — and your pores 
swish iu spate like the very Atbara. Useless; you 
must give it up, aud let tho goodness sluice out of 
you. There is iioLliiug of you left; you are a mere 
vacnuui of lliirbl, Aud that goo.s on from three hours 
after suinise till an hour before sundown. 

You must not think that we are idle all this while 
— not even correspoudents. The real exercise of your- 
self and your ponies you have begun before breakfast, 
and intend to continue after tea. For the rest, at Fort 
Atbara, you can go down to the railway station. If 
there is a train there, there will be troops getting out 
of it; if there is not, you can a.'*k when one is expected, 
and read chalked on a notice-board the latest bulletin 
of the health of every engine on the road between there 
and Haifa. On the platform, too, is the post-oflice. Yon 
can ask when tho next post goes out or comes in : tho 
dirty Copt Iwy they call postmaster will answer, “ To- 
morrow.” The postal service is not good at Fort Atbara. 
They say tho Siidar does not allow it room enough ; 
as the room he does allow is entirely iillucl with tho 
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angiireba of Lhe ofilciala, and as they seldom arise from 
them, there is doubtless much justice in the complaint. 

There are other diversions for the correspondent in the 
heat of the day. He may walk in the nual^ or station 
yard. Nud is the Arabic for a place where things are 
dumped down — and dumped down in this tmzl they 
certainly arc. Streets and streets and streets of them, 
— liPTo a case of Jiepper, there the spare wheel of a gun, 
there jars of nuu, there piles of Ilemingtoii riiles for 
issue to more or less friendly tribes — everything that 
an army should or would or couldvwant. There you see 
the men who do the real hard work of the army — not 
the men who work hard and then rest, but the men who 
work hard and never rest — ^the Director of the Water 
Transport, the Stafl' Ollicer for Supplies and Stores, the 
Director of Telegraphs. And there, with the hardest 
worked, you see the tall white-clad Sirdar working— 
now breaking a man’s heart with curt censure, now 
exalting him to heaven with curt praise. How ante- 
dating a movement, now hastening an embarkation, 
now increasing the load of a barge — for where the 
Sirdar is there every man and every machine must 
do a little better than his best. 

All tliis you may see, and sweat, between the hour 
before sunrise and the hour before sunset. It goes 
on always, but usually after sunset you look at it no 
more. 

For then the Sudan thirst has spent itself and it is 
at your mercy. You begin with a bombardment of 
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hot lea. The thirst thinks its conquest assured; it 
takes the hot lea for a signfil of surrender, and hurls 
the first cup arrogantly out again through your skin. 
You fire in the second cup — and you find that you 
have gained some ground. It may be that tea is nearer 
the temperature of your body than a merely tepid 
drink ; it may be some divine virtue in the herb ; hut 
you feel the second cup of tea settle within you. 
You feel yourself a degree less torrid, a shade more 
substantial. 

1 f you are wise you will rest content for the moment 
with this advantage. Older your pony and gallop an 
hour in the desert. You will sweat, of course; you 
need not expect to escape that nt any time. But the 
.'vweat cools off you, and you vide in with a trosh skin. 
Take your tub in your tent : the Nile cools faster than 
the land, and oh the deliciousness of the cold water 
licking round you! 

Now comes the sweet revenge for all the torments 
of the day. It is quite dark by now, unless the moon be 
up, leaning to you out of a tender blue immensity, silver, 
caressing, cool. Or else the sprightly candles beckon 
from your dinner-table, spread outside the tent, a halo 
of light and white in the blackness, alert, inviting, 
cool. You, too, by now are clean and cool. You 
quite forget whether tlio day was more than warm 
or no. 

But you remember the thirst. Yon arc cool, but 
within you aie siill dry, very diy and shrunken. Take 
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a loug mug and think •well what you will have poured 
into it 5 for this is the moment of the day, the moment 
that pays for the Sudan. You are very thirsty, and 
you are about to slake your thirst. Let it be alcoholic, 
for you have exuded much life in the day ; let it above 
all be long. Wliisky-and-aoda is a friend that never 
fails you, but bettor still something tonic. Grin and 
soda ? Grin and limo-juico and soda ? Gin and bitters 
and lime-juice and soda? or else that triumphant 
blend of all whetting flavours, an Abu Hamed — ^gin, 
vermouth. Angostura, lime-juice, soda ? 

hfix it in due proportions ; put in especially plenty 
of soda — and then drink. For this is to drink indeed. 
The others wore only flushing your body with liquid 
as you might flush a drain. But this ! This splashes 
round your throat, slides softly down your gullet till 
you foci it run out into your stomach. It spreads 
blessedly through body and spirit — not swirling 
through, like the Atbara, but irrigating, like the Nile. 
It is soil in the sand, substance in the void, life in 
death. Your sap runs again, your biltong muscles 
take on elasticity, your mummy bones toughen. Your 
self has sprung up alive, and you almost think you 
know how it feels to rise from the dead. 

Thenceforward the Htidau is a sensuous paradise. 
There is nothing like that fii’st drink after simset, hut 
you are only half migated yet: the first drink at 
dinner — yea, and the second and the culminating 
whisky ■ and - soda — can give rich moments. Then 
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your angareb stands ready, the sky is your bed- 
chamber, aud the breath of tlie desert on your cheek 
is your good-iiight kiss. To-morrow you will begin to 
sweat again as you ride before breakfast. To-morrow 
— to-night even — there may bo a dust-storm, and you 
will wake up with all your delicious moiatuess furred 
over by sand. Lut that is to-morrow. 

Tor to-night you have thirsted and you have drunk. 
And to-morrow will have an cveuiug also. 
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BY JIOAD, IIIVISII, AND BAIL. 

fjBADTJAtiLY Fort Atbara transfomod itaolf from an 
Egyptian camp to a Eritiah. 

Parts of the Fourth Egyptian Brigade canae in from 
the north, but started south again almost immediately. 
The steamers which had taken up the blacks began 
to drop down to the Atbara ; as soon as they tied up, 
new battalions were packed into them, and they 
thudded up-river again. 

Of the four battalions of Collinson Bey’s command, 
the 1st left in detachments on August 8, and the first 
instalment of the 17th had preceded them on August 
7. Three companies of the 5th, with a company of 
camel corps, reached Berber from Suakim on August 
3 ; tliey had marched the 288 miles of desert in fifteen 
clays. This was the record for marching troops, and 
it is not likely that anybody but Egyptians will ever 
lower it. One day, after a thirty-mile stage, the half- 
battalion arrived at a well and found it dry. The 
next was thirty miles farther. Straightway the men 
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got Up and made their march sixty nules before they 
camped. They say that when, as liere, native officers 
are in command of a desert march, they put most of 
their men on the baggage-camels : no doubt they do, 
but the great thing is that the troops get there. 

The 5th joined its other half in Ilerber and marched 
in to Fort Athara on August 6 ; on August 7 it was 
packed into steamers and sent up to Wad Ilabashi, 
On August 0 airived tlie first half of the uewly-raisod 
18th and two companies of the I7th. Those had been 
pulling htuauieis and native boats up from Merawi; 
they too had Ijroken a record, doing in twenty days 
what last year had taken twonly-six at the least and 
forty at the most. Among tiieir steamers was tin* 
luokle&s Teb, whieh bad run into a lock just before 
JJongola, and in ’07 hud turned tin Lie in the Fomth 
Cataract. The Sirdar had now taken the precaution 
of renaming her the Ilalir. 

The four steamers had, of course, arrived days be- 
fore, and were already broken to harness. The gyassas 
were still behind, fighting with the prevailing south 
wind; between Abu Hamed and Abeidieh the trees 
on the bank were sunk under the flood, so that it was 
almost impossible to tow. One day the wind would 
be uortlicrly, and that day the boats would sail forty 
miles; the next it would be dead contrary, and, 
sweating from four in the morning to ton at night, 
they would make five. But it had to bo done, and it 
wa-s done. The first arrivals of the 17 th and 18th 
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were piclced up by train south of Abu Ilained; on 
August lUh and 13th the rest came in to find their 
comrades already gone. This completed the Pourth 
lirigade, and witli its completion tlie whole strength 
of the Egyptian army was at the Atbara or forward. 

So tliat the camp bccaino llrilish. The two halves 
of the Ilifio Brigade, the first half of the Guards, and 
the 32ud Battery had conic up on succe-ssive days; 
after that tlioro was a lull But on August 9 wo had 
an exciting day — exciting, at least, hy the standard of 
Fort Atbara. Late the night before had come the 
balauGG of the British artillery — ^the 37th Field Bat- 
tery, with six howitzers, a detaolimout of the 16th 
Company, Ea.stei’n Division, Garrison Artillery, with 
two 40-pounders, and a detachment of the Royal Irish 
Fusiliers, with four Maxims. 

They were getting the dO-poimders into position for 
shipment on the bank. All gunners are fine men, and 
garrison gunners are the finest men of all gunners ; 
these were pushing and pulling their ungainly dar- 
lings in the tire-deep sand as if they wore a couple of 
perambulators. They are old guns, these 40-pouuders ; 
their short barrels tell you that. They were in their 
second decade when they first came to Egypt in 1882, 
and, once in Khartum, they are like to spend the rest 
of their lives there. But for the present they were 
the heaviest guns with the force, and they must he 
nursed and cockered till they had knocked a hole or 
two in the Khalifa’s wall. So the guniiens luul laid 



208 


BY ROAD, RXVBR, AND BAIT,. 


out ropes, and now solid figures in gray flannel shirts, 
khaki trousers, and green-yellow putties — braces 
swinging from their waists, according to the ritual of 
cavalry and gunners and all men who tend beasts— 
were hammering away at their pegs and establishing 
their capstan with which the cnoimous babies were to 
bo lowered into their boats, before they breakfasted 
all was in order ; before they dined the gnus were in 
the boats specially made to take them ; before they 
supped they were well on the wattnway to Khartum. 

Tlie liish FuHiliora wein incited iiom a fine regiment 
which had very haid luck in not being brought uj) in 
the Heeoiid Ihiynde. Ret faces, heavy moustaches, 
necks like bulls, tlie score or so of men were the 
admiration of the whole camp, But most curiosity 
went naturally to the howitzers. They wore hauling 
them out ot the trucks when I got down — ^little tnliby 
6-inch creatures, in jackets like a Maxim’s, on car- 
riages like a field-gun’s, carriage and guu-jacket alike 
painted pea-soup colour. The two trucks full of them 
were hacked up to a little sand platform; the gun- 
ners wheeled out gnu and limber aud limbered up ; a 
crowd of Egyptians seized hold, and — hallah hob! 
hallah boh ! — they tugged away with them. The cry 
of the Egyptian when doing combined work is more 
like that of Erunnhilde and her sisters in the " Wal- 
kure” than any ervilised noise I can remember to 
have hoard. 

The howitzers were to fiie a charge of lyddite whose 
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bursting power is eiinal to 80 lb. of gunpowder. 
With a very high trajectory the effect would be some- 
thing like that of bombs dropped from a balloon. 
Lyddite appears to be an impartial as well as an ener- 
getic explosive ; if you stand within 800 yards behind 
it, it is as like a.s not to throw back a bit of shell into 
your oyo; fil'ter wliieli you will use no other. When 
they tried it in Ctiiro at knoelcing down a wall, it did 
indeed knock down a good deal of it, bub left a good 
dual standing. That, liowever, was because percussion 
fiwes were us<‘d ; the delay fuses were all sent up the 
Nile. Piy delaying the explosion the smallest fraction 
of a second, till the shell has penetrated, its dcvilish- 
uess, they trusted, would bo increased a hundredfold, 
This was lyddite’s first appearance in war: we all 
kicked forward to it with keen anticipation. The 
further forward I looked, personally, the better I 
should lic pleased. 

On the afternoon of this same less-unevcntful-than- 
usual 9th, a train snorted in with tho second four 
companies of the (luards. Thu Ouards paraded in 
their barrack square fdl the boholdci with admiration, 
tempered with a sense of his own unwortliiness ; 
emorging from roofed trucks they were less imposing. 
Of course it was tho worst possible moment to see 
them, and the impres-iiou formed was less good than 
that of other corps. Falling in beside tho train they 
were certainly tidier than the average liritish soldier, 
but hardly better built. Tliey were ino.stly young, 

n 
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mostly pale or blotchy, and their back pads — did you 
know before that it was possible to get sunstroke in 
the spine? — ^were stiolcing out all over them at the 
grotesquest angles. Many of the officers wore thick 
blue goggles, and their back pads were a trifle restive 
too. The half-battalion marched limply. Only re- 
member that they had hardly stretched their legs since 
they embarked at Gibraltar just three weeks before. 
The wonder was that they could march at all. 

A very diffcieut show was that of the 10th, when 
the feat half of the bTartimmlicrlaml FviBiliera came 
in. To ho sure, they appeared with advantages. The 
Guards’ baud played in throe companies, aud you 
do not know how a band drives out limpness until 
you have tried But allowing for that, the 6th still 
made a very fine entry. The men were not tall, but 
they were big round the chest, and averaged nearly 
six years’ service. They swung up in a column of 
dust with their stride long, heads up, ■shoulders squared, 
soldiers all over. The officers were long-limbed, firmly 
knit, straight as lances. There are not many more 
pleasing sights in the world tlian the young British 
subaltern marching alongside his company, his long 
legs moderating their stride to the pace of the laden 
men, his wide blue eyes looking steadily forward, 
cvitious of the untried future, confident in the tradi- 
tions of his service and his race. From the look of 
the 6th Fusiliers you might guess with safety that 
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the young soldier’s confidence was not likely to be 
abasliod. 

So that now the camp was all bnt Knglish. A few 
Egyptians remained behind, indispensable for fatigues. 
?>ut the Northumberland men were working away at 
their amiuuuition aiid baggage all the next morning, 
Tommy lugging at the camel’s head-rope and acyuring 
him to “ Gome on, ol’ man,” and the old man, imac- 
cuslomcd to friendly hiuguage, only snarling the more 
devilisldy and tipping his loofl on to the sand. But 
Tommy had his revenge when he rode back to the 
station for another load; the baggage- camel had to 
trot, which he had never done before except to escape 
being saddled. 

Englishmen working with camels, squads of shirt- 
sleeved Eugliahmeu tramping to and fio on fatigues, 
Buglislmien putting np hospital -tents, forty or fifty 
Engli&hmeu with wild sim-fcvcr in hospital, English 
bands, lh>' cri.sp voice of the English sergeant, above 
all, silver-throated English bugles — reveille waking the 
dawn and lastpo.sl ttoating up the .silent night— Fort 
Athara had seen one more iueariiation. 
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XXVII. 

TUB LAST OP FORT ATBAISA. 

Tntrs at Foi'L Atbam wo sat, and sat, and sat. When 
there were any troops to aco, coining in or going out, 
we went to seo thorn. Wlieu there were not, we 
gallojicd about in the desert, ati‘, drank, slept, and 
generally fulfilled tho whole duty of correspondents. 
Why did you not niako a dash for the front? the 
guileless editor will a.sk. ]>ut the modem war 
eorrespoudenfc is not allowed to make unauthorised 
dashes, and the man who should commend the claims 
of hie newspaper by slapping a British GeneTnV.s face 
would righteously be shot. 

Besides, there was no front to speak of worth 
dashing for. The camp at W’^ad Hahashi, we heard, 
bad been encroached on by the ever-rising Nile, and 
it had been moved four miles up-stream to a spot 
in full view of the goi^e of Shabluka. A Bimhashi 
of cavalry, who returned thence one day, pronounced 
tho scenery finer than anything in Switzerland ; but 
then you must remeraher that since seeing Switzer- 
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land he had seen bhe desert railway and Berber and 
I’ort Atbara and aU the other dry dead levels of 
the blank Sudan. Mora practical was the news that 
as yet there had been only one storm of rain with 
thunder and lightning. At Bort Atbara we had 
cloudy days and rainy sunsets, whereas in the spring 
we had never seen anything hut hard blue for 
weeks together. On the whole, too, it was cooler: 
115“ in the shade on one or two clear afternoons, 
but often not so much as 100“ all day. And the 
farther south yon went, they said, the cooler it be- 
came. 

Indeed, the nearer we actually got to the beginning 
of operations, the .softer task the expedition seemed. 
The only people who did not seem to find it so were 
the two battalions that had the softest task of all — 
the llifles and the Guards. These came into hospital 
in dozens. Both regiments had a bad reputation 
for going sick — the Iliflos because they are mostly 
cockneys without constitutions, the Guards because 
they are too much pampered. Anyhow, they de- 
veloped more sickness between them in a week than 
the whole of the First Brigade. Their failure to 
stand the sun and the dust-storms was not for want 
of oflicora’ example — certainly in the Rifles, whose 
officers were keen sportsmen, riding out to stalk 
gazelle after lunch on the hottest afternoons, It was 
not for want of amusement, as amusement goes in 
standing camp, for the Rifles were aRve with vocal 
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talent. Almost every mght, drifting down from their 
camp, you might hear the familiar chorale — 

Jolly good BOng, joHy well Bung, 

Jolly good comrades ev-ery one. 

If yon can heat it you’re wdoome to try; 

Always remember the singer is dry. 

Soopl 

Tlie Tiifles wore keeping their spirits up, and tlioy 
were as smart and keen as you could wish. But they 
were not acclimatised, nor were the Guards, so that 
they sent nearly a hundred cases — mostly mild sun- 
fever — ^into hospital in a week. 

The first squadron of the 21st Lancers — ^Ihey were 
travelling as three squadrons to be re-formed into four 
in the field — arrived on the 11th. The second half of 
the 5th BusBiers came in on the 13th. Everything 
seemed strolling on satisfactorily and sleepily Then 
suddenly the Sirdar aroused us with one of hrs light- 
ning movements. You will have formed an idea of 
the sort of man he is — all patience for a month, all 
swiftness when the day comes. The day came ou 
August 13. At eleven I saw him, grave as always 
gradouB and courteous, volunteering facilities. At 
noon he was gone up the river to the front. 

The waiting, the sudden start, the caution that 
breathed no word of his intention, yet dictated an 
offioiBl explanation of his departure before ho left — ^it 
was the Sirdar all over. And with Ms departure 



THE SlRDAlt’S roiOSYNOEASy. 


216 


Fort Atbaia took on yet another meteinpayohosis. 
It became all at once the deserted base- camp, a 
caravanserai for reinforcements, a forwarding depot 
for stores. True, most of the staff remained — nobody 
pretending to know what had taken the Sirdar away 
so astonishingly, unless it was merely his idiosyncrasy 
of sudden and rapid movement. If anybody had 
been told any other reason, it was just the man or 
two that would not tell again. 

But curiosity is a tactless futility when you have 
to do with generals. It was enough that the advance 
had come with a rush. The detachments of the 17th 
and 18th Egyptian, sitting about on the bank till 
steamers arrived to let them complete the brigade, 
disappeared magically in the Sirdar’s wake. With 
them went their Brigadier, Collinson Bey. On that 
same evening the leading steamers passed up with 
parts of the First British Brigade from Darmah. 
Four days’ voyage to below Shabluka and then they 
would come down in one day for the Second. Then 
we should be complete and ready for Omdurman. 

Meanwhile there was hardly a fighting man in Fort 
Atbara. The three battalions of the Second Brigade 
were in camp just south of it, on the Atbara, The 
first third of the Lancers were across the river; the 
second came in on the afternoon of the 14th. It 
wanted only the third stiuadron and the Lancashire 
Fusiliers to complete tlie force. Tlie cavalry was 
to start on the 16th with every kind of riding 
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and baggage animal to march np, and the more 
able-bodied of the eorrospondonts were going with 
them. 

So on the torrid Sunday morning of the 14th we 
filled the empty fort with a dresa rehearsal of camels. 
In the Atbara campaign I had been part of a mess of 
three with nine camels: now it was a mess of foirr 
with twenty. Wo marched thorn all up solemnly 
after breakfast and computed Iiow much of our multi- 
tudinoim baggage would go on to them, hburtoen of 
them were hired cameLs: a hired camel is cliCcaper 
than a bought one, hut it geuorally has smallpox, 
curries much loss weight, and is a deal longthiev to 
load. 

The twenty gnvgliug monstrosities sat themselves 
down on the sand aiitl threw up their chins with the 
camel's iuefiablo altectation of elegaucc. I’he men cast 
a deliberate look round aud remarked, “ The baggage 
is much aud the camels are few.” Jfext they brought 
out rotten nets of rojjc aud slung it round the boxes 
and sacks. That is to say, one man .slung it round 
one box and the others stood statuesque about him 
and suggested dilliculLics. That done, the second man 
took up the wondrous tale, then the third, then the 
fourth. I’his took about two hours, Then they sug- 
ge.stud that a camel could not without danger to its 
health carry more than two dozen of whisky, whereas 
anything worthy the name of a camel cun carry four 
hundredweight. Altogether they made some lifty 
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cauiol - loads of the stuff. And when we said we 
wouldn’t have it, all the njen stood round and gabbled, 
and half the eainels girncd and gnashed their toeth, 
and the neiglihouring donkeys lifted up their voices 
and brayed like souls in torment, and when you moved 
to repulse an importunate Arab you kicked a com- 
paratively innocent camel. Allah was their witness 
I hat the camels — which, when we hired them two 
day.s before, were very strong — wore very weak. 

Jlut little we oared. Wo were going up to Omdurinau 
and Khartum. Oauiel - loads adjimt themselves, but 
war and the Sirdar wait for nobody. We wore march- 
ing into lands where few Englishmen had over set 
heel, no Englishman for fifteen years. Wo were 
to be preaaut at the tartly veugeauee for a great 
humiliation. 
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XXVlll. 

THE URSEUT MARCH TO OMDCTttMAE. 

The column was to move out of camp at fivo iu Llio 
moTiiiug, JJut at Iwlf-iJast, whoa aiir UmJy camvaa 
filed up to joiu it, dim bulks still heaved thembelves 
up in tlio yellow smoke IwllHuiuise, half-duit-cloud 
— masses of ladeu camels, striugs of led horses pro- 
claiming that the clumsy tail ot our convoy was still 
unwinding itself. Threading the patchy mimosa scrub, 
we came out into a stretch of open sand; beyond 
it, straight, regular, ominous of civilisation, appeared 
the telegraph wire which crosses the Nile at Fort 
Atbara, and now ran on to beyond Metommeh. 

In two black bars aernss the sand, as straight as 
the wire itself, tlm Hat rays of sunrise shadowed the 
21st Lancers. I’wo travelling or nearly three cam- 
paigniug sriuadroua, they were the first British cavalry 
in the ySudau since 1885. Uu their side it was their 
first appearance in war. They were relatively a young 
regiment, and the only one in the British army which 
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has never been on active service. You may imagine 
whether they wore backward to come. 

To tell truth, at thi.s first glimpse of British cav- 
alry in the field, they looked less like horsemen than 
OhrisLm.'is- trees. The row of tilted lances, the swing 
of heavy nnui in the saddle when they moved, was 
war and chivalry. The rest was picketing pegs 
lashed to oarhities, feeds of corn hanging from sad- 
dles, canvas buckets opposite them, waterproofs behind, 
bulky holsters in fnnit, bundles of this thing and that 
dangling here and there, water-bottles in nets under 
the horses’ bellies, khaki neck screens Happing from 
helmets, and blue gauze veils hooding helmets and 
heads and all. The smallest Syrian — they had left 
their own big hungry chargers in Cairo — had to carry 
18 stone; with a heavy man the weight was well 
over 20. 

But though each nu\n carried a bazaar, the impres- 
bi(jn of clumdiiess lasteil only a moment. 

When they moved they rude forward .solidly yet 
bri«kly, — weighty and light at live same time, each 
man currying all he wanted as behoves men going to 
live in an enemy’s country. The sight wa.s a better 
leeUu'o in cavalry than many text- hooks. It is not 
the weapons that make the cavalryman you saw, but 
the mobility ; not the ti.illop, hut tho long, long walk ; 
not the lance ho charges with, bub tho horse tliat 
carries him f.ir and fast to see his enemy in front and 
screen his friends behind, iiu much if you wished to 
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theoiise ; if it was enough merely to look and listen, 
there was a fine piquancy in the great headpiece, the 
raking lance, all the swinging apparatus of the free- 
booter — and then, inside the casque, a round-faced 
English boy, and the reflection, “ If I was to go and 
see my brother now, as keeps a brewery, it’d bo just 
right,” Masterpiece of imder-statoment, more tolling 
than a score of superlatives — "just right I” But wo 
must not hurry on too fast Before the oavahy were 
well observed, before even thirst became appealing, it 
was ntioosaary to wait for the whole force — column, 
or convoy, or circus, or whatever is the technical name 
for it— to form up in the open. By degrees it did, 
Leodiug, the cavalry with its scouts and advanced 
guard and flanking parties. Then a line of tarbushes 
on grey horses — Egyptian gun-teams, and with them 
a couple of Maxima scoring the desert with the first 
ruts of all its immemorial years. Then a ragged Ime 
of khaki and helmets, of blue and crimson and gold 
and green turbans and embroidered waistcoats — the 
officers’ chargers and transport mules of the two 
British brigades, some with soldier-grooms, some with 
Berbeii syces. Is not the waistcoat of the groom the 
same radiant marvel whether ho be of Newmarket or 
Kttlabsheh? Likewise there were British Maxim 
mules and the miscellaneous donkeys of all the army. 
Lostly, lolloping their apathetic two and a half miles au 
hour, the baggage camels lumbered up the plain— -well- 
furiUBlied Government beasts, with new sound saddles 
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and little sun-bonnet pads over forehead and pate; 
scrnggiei- private camels with boxes of stores and 
green trunks and baths; starveling, hired camels 
banging whisky cases against their bare ribs. Add 
to all a few goats already trailing stiff legs behind 
them, a few sheep trampling their little flesh into 
whipcord, a drove of bi-indled bulls at the same task 
— and you have the caravan. 

Every four-footed beast that was to go to Khartum 
— saving only one- third of the 21st troop horses — 
must march with this convoy or not at all. Every 
man that went With it went simply as in charge of 
a beast; every man was supposed to ride, and the 
marclies wore cut out at nearly twenty miles a-day. 
TTorsos, mulp.s, donkeys, sheep, goats, oxen, camels — 
the monstrovis caravan sprawled over the desert, jost- 
ling and swaying and bumping, jerking off in dif- 
ferent directions at different rates, neighing and low- 
ing and braying and bleating and grunting, — Military 
Touinainent, Lord Mayor’.s Show, Sanger’s Circus, and 
Noah’s Ark all jammed into one. Then the mnltitiid- 
inous chaos straightened itself for a second, swayed, 
crooked itself again, and began to totter towards 
Khaiiuni. 

We tottered for five hom'.s through sparse camel- 
thorn, over ground mostly once flooded or once rained 
on, a sieve of lurking holes. By that time -many 
thought we should he neat the end of the thirteen miles 
which WHS our day’s ration, and T, who had idiotically 
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started without breakfast, wished that J had never 
seen a horse or the Sudan or the light of day. At 
last, when it was getting on for one, the head of the 
column — by now n reeling ruin — turned Nileward. 
We shook up our horses and licked our split lips. 
Then we issued on to an old cotton-field — dry stalks, 
and between them the earth wrinkled with foot-deep 
cracks as close-grained as the back of your hand. 
The cracks were just big enough for a horae to break 
his log in, and the islands between were just big 
enough to colhqiso into the cracks when a horse ])nt 
his foot on tlieiii. Over Ibis wo ciawlcd timidly till 
we came to a sl\allow yi'Uow-oohre imddlo. Then- 
we learned that this was oui wat er, and the cracks 
were our camp. 

The cracks proved full of scorpions, and the respec- 
tive legs of your table or angarob iuoliued themselves 
at angles of 45° to the horizontal and to each other. 
However, we pretended we were at sea going liome 
again, and consumed tinned spiced beef and peaches 
and beer — ^may I never want a meal more or deserve 
it less ! — and slept, The feature of next day’s march 
was a new form of vegetation — a bush with leaves 
something like those of a canariensis, and ically green, 
a phenomenon hitherto not ruct in the Sudan. And 
whether we miwhud twenty-two miles that day as 
w,rs intended, or thirty-two as was asserted, or some- 
thing in between n.s was concluded, 1 do not know 
nor then cared : at eight I had called up a camel. 
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and breakfasted on tinned spiced beef and peaches 
and beer. 

But tlie important point that emerged was this : the 
unusually high and ever-rising Nile flood was playing 
the very deuce with us. The river was pushing up 
what they call " khors ” — broad, shallow depressions 
which look like tributaries, only whose water runs 
tlie wrong way. These jilantcd themselves aciuss the 
track, and wc had to fetch circuits round them. This 
second day wo arrived at a second puddle, wliich was 
a seciond khor, and watered there. But the distres-sing 
point in the situation wa.s that the force was to draw 
rations and forage every second day from depots on 
the hank, Tliis was the second day, and the depot 
wa.s duly on the hank ; only the khor had flooded up 
in between. The Lancer, s had watered their horses, 
and fed them — and then they had to .saddle up at four 
or 30 , and tile off round the khor three miles to gut 
their rations. .Soine of the mule.s had not yet conic 
in; without even off- saddling they had to follow; 
which made a march of nearly twelve hours on end. 

You could not blame unyhody for tho vagaries of 
the Nile, hut ii was natural that .somebody would 
.suftcr from them, iilready at the first halting-plaoe 
four Bgyplian.s carried in u comrade in a blanket with 
a rude splint tm Ids h“g. The same day a trooper of 
the Laucois went down, Jfo hud bo(‘n ailvised not to 
try tho Hmlan snn at all, hut insisted on his chnnee 
of service : after this first march he just got his 
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horse watered and fed, and then dropped insensible 
with sunstroke. Ho was but just conscious next 
morning. Four Egyptian gunners carried him on an 
upturned angareb to Kitiab, the second halting-place. 
Hero lie was left with olhera Next day and the 
next there wore others. 

Tlie horses, too, snifored. Those of the squadron 
which Ci'iino uj) ilrst, and the horses from Darniali 
and Ksaillcni, .stood the niai'ching alnio.st porfoctly. 
Those which had slarloil in tramp the morning after 
the riiil-riv(>r journey wont down with fever in the 
feet. Twelve dtiy.s’ slaudiiig had sent nil the blood to 
their feet ; the rcd-lmt baud did the rest. 

Wo left ft dozen on the shore at Kitiab to ho picked 
up by a iia.s&iug boat, if so it might befall. The thiid 
day wo marched on through a park-like country, thick 
with tall, spiending, almost green mimosa-trees; in 
one place, where a khor lapped up, if sand were grass 
you might almost have cried “ The >Soi'peutiue." Wo 
camped at a ruined village on a sandhill — ^name un- 
known and nncarod — and for the iirst time saw tluj 
Nile, which we were supposed to be drinking. He 
WiW lying at the far end of n tliree-mile tangle of 
bush. The fourth day, guided by the brown-faced 
cliifs on his farther hank, wo came down on the 
ple.isftuti'bt camp I had yet seen on Nile or Atbara — 
IHagawieh. There was no village but mud ruins ; hut 
theie were elu.stvrs and groves of real palms -date- 
palms with yellow and searlet olustera of ripe fruit. 
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Wc sat down on the very lip of the river, which came 
up flush with the grass bank, like a full tide. And 
there, on August 20, we halted to rest the horses. 
Half-a-dozen were sent down with fever in the feet ; 
also a few soldiers, some had, some not so })ad as they 
said. The re.st of us wore very liard and sound by 
now, with th(> .skin well peeled off our noses. 

By now wo h;id niandied about halfway to Wad 
Kahashi. And of popnlation wo had scon hardly a 
soul. Jluiuod villngcs W4) pii'-scd in i)louty — so far 
back from tlm river that they must liave lived from 
wells. How, since Mahmud killed o»it the .faalin, they 
did not live at all. We found evidences of some poor 
pro.sperity — the dry runnels of old irrigation, the little 
cluvpicrs of old fields, old, round, mud gTanarie.s, old 
crackling zaribas, old houses rocking on their mud 
found, itions, old bones while in the sun. All the rest 
was killed out by the d<*^pi>t wc were mairhirig to try 
to kill. The lighting force "f the Jaalin was ahead 
of us on the same errand, and witli two more motives 
~ revuugo and loot. Behind iis straggled the return- 
ing fauiiliea — one man with a sp(i.ar, a biivy of plum- 
bloiini giilj and old women ami infants on donkeys, 
a goat or two f<ir .sole susluiiance. They were re.- 
turumg; their ruins were tUeii own again. 
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XXIX. 


METRMMEII. 

“Goom!” The liidooiis cry broke on to the niglit, 
and jairod on tho white stars. “Mohammed! Alii 
Ilassau ! Goom, goom !” T sat up on my angarob and 
groaned. Do not be fiightened; “goom” is not the 
cry of a beast of prey. It is worse ; it is the Arabic 
for “ Wake," and it was three in the morning. We 
were moving out of our pleasant palm •shade at 
Magawieh on August 21, and talcing the road south 
again. 

The clumsy column formed up after its clumsy 
wont, and threaded sleepily desertward through the 
mimosa-thorns. After a few minutes we came, to our 
wonder, on to a broad flat road embanked at each side. 
It could hardly have been built by scorpions, and there 
were no other visible inhabitants. Then, at a comer, 
we came to a sign-post — a sign-post, by all that’s 
astounding — with “To Metemmeh’’ inscribed there- 
on. Wo learned afterwards that the fertile -minded 
Hickman Bey, finding himself and his battalion 
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woodcutting in the neighbourhood, had used up 
some of his spare energy and of his men’s spare 
inusclo in malting the road and setting up the sign, 
the only one in the Sudan. At the time the thing 
was like meeting an old friend after a long parting, 
and the caravan set out at least half a mile an hour 
the better for it. 

We trudged through the sand and sernb for the best 
part (»f five houns. Then suddenly it .sank and died 
away. Wo had noticed already more than the usual 
number of mummied camels and donkeys by the road- 
side, The .sun had tanned the skin and bleached the 
bones ; hawks and vnltures had seen to the rest ; they 
might have been lying there days or years. The 
caxuels lay with their heads writhed back till the 
ears brusUed the hump, the attitude in which a 
camel always dies. But all the donkeys had their 
throats cut — and that told ns we were reaching 
Metemmeh. 

Last year, about this time or a little earlier, the 
main force of the Egyptian army lay at Merawi, 
preparing to advance on Ahu JIamed. The Khalifa 
ordered the Jaalin to advance against it; but the 
Jaalin had been in tlie fore -front of every dervish 
disaster since Abu Kloa, and they sent secretly to 
the Sirdar for arms. But it was too late, and 
Mahmud fell upoji the Jo-alin as Hunter fell upon 
Ahu llumed. They fought hard, hut Malimud hud 
too many rille.s for them. Metemmeh wn.s made. 
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even as Khartum and old Berber; the branch of 
Jaalin whose headquarters were Metemmeh was 
blotted out of existence. The carcasses we saw were 
the beasts that had dropped or been overtaken in 
their flight. 

The scrub sank and died away. We came on to a 
bare level of old cultivated land, sparsely dotted with 
dry twigs, seamed with rents and holes, and covered 
thick with bones. Bones, skulls, and hides of camels, 
oxen, horses, asses, sheep, goats — the place was car- 
peted with them, a very Golgotha. A sickening smell 
came into the air, a smell heavy with blood and fat. 
We otf-aaddled at a solitary clump of tall palms on the 
bank, turned routid, and across a mile of treeless desola- 
tion saw a forlorn lino of black mud wall. The look 
of the wall alone was somehow enough to tell you 
there was nobody inside. That was the corpse of 
Metemmeh. 

Before we went in wo looked at the forts and 
trenches with which they had lined the bank against 
the gunboats. It was to be presumed that they had 
done the same at Omdurman, so we looked at them 
out of more than idlo curiosity. They wore rude 
enough, to be .sure. Circular, of some 120 feet radius, 
the forts were mud emplacements for a single gun with 
three embrasures looking to front, half right aud half 
letl; the guns — captured since at the Atbara — could 
only be finsd as they boro on a boat in lino with one of 
those, Yet, rough and cnxmbling as they were, it was 
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plain tiial) the boats’ firo had done them lilUo ham. 
The embrasures were chipped about a good deal, 
and with very accurate shooting anybody trying to 
serve the guns would probably have gone down. 
Eut the mud work could shelter any man who 
sat close enough under it, and common shell or even 
shrapnel would do him little harm. The trenches 
wore not wholly contemptible either — deep and with 
traverses. 

The next thing was to ride over to Mahmud’s old 
camp. Ho had placed it behind tho ridge on which 
Metemmoh stands, in the o^xju desert and out of 
range, as he thought, of the boats; the time-fuse of 
a 12J-pouudor shell, picked up in the very centre of 
the camp, seemed to sugge.st a subsequent disillusiou- 
meut. As you rode up you first saw nothing but four 
mud huts. Then the .soil looked redder than that of 
the desert behind it ; presently you saw that it had 
been turned up in shallow heaps; the place looked 
like a native cemetery. And when we got a little 
nearer we found that this was his fortified camp. One 
of the huts appeared to liave been his dwelling-house ; 
another was a sort of casemate — mud walls 4 feet 
tliick aud an arrangement of logs that looked as if it 
had been meant as a stockade to shield riilemen. 
But the rest of the pcjsition was merely childish — as 
plauloss as his zariba on the Atbara, without any of 
its diificulties. It was just a mimber of sheltor- 
trenches scattered anyhow over the open sand. Some 
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could have held twenty men, some two. They must 
have spread over nearly a square mile, but they were 
quite rare and discontinuous ; in the circle of the camp 
there was about twice as much firm ground as trench. 
Add that the whole could have been shelled from the 
Metemmeh ridge at half a mile or so, and that you 
could thence have seen almost every man in the place 
— well, if Omdurman was to be no harder nut than 
this 

Now turn back to Metemmeh — poor, blind-walled, 
dead Metemmeh. And (irst, between camp and town, 
stand a couple of crutchod uprights and a cross-bar. 
You wonder what, for a moment, and then wonder 
that you wondered. A gallows ! At the foot of it a 
few strands of the brown palm - hbro rope they use 
in this country, and one, two, four, six, eight human 
jaw-bones. Just the jaw-bones, and again you 
wonder wby ; till you remember the story that when 
Sheikh Ibrahim, of tho JaaUn, came here a week 
or two ago ho found eight skulls under the gallows 
in a rope - netting bag. Wlren he took them up 
for burial the lower jaws dropped off, and lie here 
still. 

If the jaws could wag in speech again — hut we must 
try not to he sentimental. If wo are, we shall hardly 
stand tho inside of Metemmeh. So blank and piteous 
and empty is the luisk of it. These arc not mere mud 
hovels, but town houses us tho Sudan understands 
houses — mud, certainly, but large, lofty rooms with 
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wide window-holes and what once were matting roofs. 
Two that I went into wore even double-storied ; no 
stairs, of course, but a sort of mud inclined piano 
outside the walls leading to the upper rooms. Another 
house had a broad mud-bank forming a divan round 
its chief room. Now the beams were cracked and 
broken, and the divan had been rained on through 
the broken roof; shreds of what once may have 
been hangings were dangling limply in the breeze. 
At the gateway of this house — once an arch, now 
a tumble of dry mud — was a black handful of a 
woman’s hair. 

In every courtyard you see the miserable emblems 
of panic and massacre. Hide through the gate — there 
lies a calabash tossed aside; a soiled, red, peak-toed 
slipper dropped from the foot that durst not stop to 
pick it up again ; the broken sticks and decayed cords 
of a new angareb that the butchers smashed because 
it was not worth taking away. And in every court- 
yard you see great patches of black ashes spreading 
up the wall. Those monuments are recent ; they are 
the places where, only days ago, they burned the 
bones of the Jaalin. The dead camels and donkeys 
lie there yet, across every lane, dry, but still stinking. 
A parrot-beaked hairy tarantula scrambles across the 
path, a lizard’s tail slides deeper into a hole; that 
is all the life of Metemmeh. Everything stooped in 
the shadeloss sun, everything dry and silent, silent. 
The stillness and the stench merge together and soak 
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into your soul, exuding from every foot of this melan- 
choly graveyard — the cenotaph of a whole trihe, 
fifteen years of the Sudan’s history read in an hour. 
Sun, squalor, stink, and blood : that is Mahdism. 

Press your bridle on the drooping pony’s neck; 
turn and ride hack to the river, the palms, and the 
lances. God send he stays to fight us. 
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A OOBHESrONDENT’S DIARY. 

JVad Earned, Aug. — Tho concentration of the 
force here is all but complete. 

The British regiments have all arrived, whole or 
in part, with the exception of tho Eifles and the 
21st Lancers, of whom two squadrons are marching 
by the road. They are expected at mid - day to- 
morrow. 

With almost the full strength of the Egyptian 
army added, the force is the largest ever seen in 
the Sudan, the composition of every arm being at 
least half as strong again as at the Atbara. 

The cavalry and the convoy are going very well 
now. Tho beasts and men arc hardened by marching, 
which is an invaluable training. We came tweuty- 
tive miles to-day in one march without effort. 

Wad Earned, Aug. ^3 . — The camp here is both 
compact and commodious. Though there are hut 
little short of 20,000 men, in a zariba barely more 
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than a mile long, nobody ia crowded, and everywhere 
there is easy access to water. 

The blacks are encamped at the south end in ter- 
races ol straw huts; next are the Egyptians under 
shelters extemporised from their blankets; at the 
north end tlie Britidi are installed in tents. Their 
quarters are far more comfortablo than at Atbara, 
though officers and men have to sleep in their boots 
for tlio salcc of practice. 

There ia hut little shade from the trees, hut the 
camp is covered with tufts ol coarse yellow grass, 
which keep down the dust. 

The steamers lying along the shore, the guns, horses, 
mules, and camels, the huglo-calls, and the cries in 
English and Arabic, make up a little world full of 
life in the desert. 

The concentration will not actually he effected here, 
as General Hunter, with two Egyptian brigades, will 
march to-morrow to Hajir at the head of the Hhab- 
iuka cataract, where there will he a new concentra- 
tion within a few days. Ho will be followed in the 
evening by his other two brigades, which will march 
to various points up the river, and cut wood for the 
steamers ascending the rapids. 

The Lancers will ai'riva here this evening, and the 
lliffcs will come probably by boat early to-morrow. 
The force will theu bo complete. Tliero was au im- 
po&hig parade of the forces hero this morning. The 
Ist, 2nd, 3rd, and 4th li^yptiau Brigades and the 
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2iid and lab ilritish Eidgades paraded in bhe above 
order, counting from the right. The force advanced 
in columns of coin])anie3, then turned half-right on 
the extreme right brigade. It was difficult to get 
a full impression of the manoeuvres in consequence 
of the dust. 

Hews from Omdurman is abundant, and recon- 
naissances show that the top of the Shabluka cat- 
aract is definitely abandoned. It is rumoured that 
tlio Khalifa iiitonds to meet our force in the open; 
but this story, as the story of the blowing-up of the 
Khalifa’s steamer in an attempt to lay a mine, must 
be taken with the greatest caution. The Khalifa 
probably does not know his own intentions yet. 

The ligyptiaii troops and the seasoned British bri- 
gade are in splendid condition. Tho 2nd Britisli 
Jh'igado is naturally not so inured to the climate. 
Everybody is straining on the liptoo of expectation. 

Wad Uavied, J luj. Hlf H y.m .) — Last night Irrought 
us tho be.st storm of the season. 

It began, as its way is, savagely and without a 
second’s warning. 

A llickcr of silver lightning, a bloated drop of rain, 
then tire wind rushed down snorting and tearing at 
tho tent-ropes like an angry stallioir. 

It tore up the terrts, and left them flapping in 
agoiry, while tliu rain came dowir and completed the 
conquest by drouohirrg our kits at its leisure. 
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What was worse, the gyassa, laden with stores and 
spare kits, belonging to an Egyptian battalion which 
was just about to start forward, was blowu clean 
over, and everything shot into the river. 

At daylight you could see the disconsolate fatigue- 
party, which was left behiud to tow the gyassa, 
wearily salvaging, with chocolate legs naked be- 
low the waist, but with irreproachable uni form 
above. 

The lightning flared and the wind boui hauled \is 
till the morning, when we reaped one consolation — 
the dust was all gone, except that which had formed 
layers on our faces. 

The morning was gioy, gusty, and nipinng, it 
might have bcou a summer morning at home. 

General Hunter left this morning at daybreak, with 
the 1st and 3rd Egy))lian Brigades, for Ilajir, a two 
days’ march for them. 

The 2nd and 4th Brigades followed this after- 
noon. 

If the rain had soaked their kit.s, at least it afforded 
cool, clean going. 

The baggage of the Egyptian Infantry started in 
gyassas up the Sixth Cataract early thi^ moiuing. 

The second half of the Eiflos and the IiLsli Pusi- 
liets’ Maxinr detachment arrived during the night, 
completing the British division. 

The cavalry and guns will leave lo-morrow, the 
forty-pounders and the howitzers going by water. 
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The staff will follow, and thou, as the Sirdar says, 
"We shall he in the straight.” 

Wad Earned, A'iig. ^5 p.m .) — Eumours from 
Omdurman continue to add vastly to the eager curi- 
osity wherewith wo advance to lift the veil from 
Khartum. 

A trustworthy report assorts that Ali Wad Holu, 
the Mahdi’s second Khalifa and titular heir to the 
present ruler, has fallen from his horse while drilling 
the dervish cavalry, and suffered severe injuries. 

This, if true, presumably delights the Khalifa, who 
is jealous of Helu, biit will tend to discourage the 
superstitious Sudanese, who hold that a fall from a 
horse when entering on an enterprise is the worst of 
omens. 

Yesterday morning this camp was the most popu- 
lous centre in the Sudan after Omdurman. This 
afternoon it is all but raw scrub again. 

Out of the tangle of yellow halfa-grass the Sirdar’s 
tent rises like an island, and except for the head- 
quarters and the artillery and cavalry in the extreme 
north, the camp is completely deserted. 

The Egyptian infantry division, which left yesterday 
morning, should reach Hajir — officially called Gebel 
Iloyan — to-day. 

The 2iid Eritish Erigadc loft hero at daybreak this 
morning, and the 1st follows this afternoon. 

The Pdiies arc remaining with detachments of other 
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battalions delayed on the journey up ; they will prob; 
ably proceed to Gebel Eoyan by boat, doing the dis- 
tance in one day instead of two. 

Perhaps even more striking than the disappearance 
of the tioops is the diminution of the vast accumula- 
tion of supplies and stores. 

The little town of cases and sacks has had street 
after street lifted away and sent up to Shabluka. 

Seeing the process thus in miniature, we can ap- 
proach an adequate idea of the labour, promptness, and 
system which brought all the necessaries for 25,000 
men from Athara, Merawi, Haifa, Egypt, and England 
without a break or hitch. 

Last night the whole upward course of the river 
was fringed with the taper spars of the gyassas, and 
festooned with the smoke from the camp-fires of the 
towing-parties. 

Eveiything has goue on in proper time and proper 
order, and the weight of the material shifted is 
enormous. 

Multiply all this a hundredfold, and you appreciate 
the standing miracle of Egyptian transport. 

Wad Hamed, Aug. !S5 {6 p.m .) — The march out of 
the 1st British Brigade this afternoon was a most 
imposing spectacle. 

The four battalions had all their baggage packed to 
the minute, and at the sound of the bugle moved off 
and took the road in four parallel columns. 
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. The Warwicks wore on the left; next to thorn 
the Seafoi-ths, then the Camerons, and on the right 
the Lincolns — tho three last carrying battahon 
flags, a new element of colour since the Atbara 
campaign. 

The ground just outside the camp was broken, but 
tho men struck along with an easy swing from the 
loins, ignoring the weight of their kits. 

Many of the men were bearded, and all were 
tanned by the sun, acclimatised by a summer in tho 
country, hardened by perpetual labours, and con- 
fident from the recollection of victory — a magnifi- 
cent force, which any man might be proud to 
accompany into the field. 

Wad Earned, Aug. SS {11.^5 a.m.) — Tho camp 
this morning shows even an emptier desolation than 
yesterday. 

At the north end the Lancers are disembarking 
their last horses, preparatory to the march to Hajir 
to-morrow, the gunners arc readying tho 40-pounders 
and howitzers for the steam-up to-day, the rest of 
the artillery marches. 

The medical staff is just leaving, having sent the 
sick down to Nasri yesterday. 

The rest of the camp is a wUdernoss of broken 
biscuit-boxes and battered jam-tins, dotted with the 
half-naked Jaalin scallywags, male and female, once 
tho richest slave-dealers in the Sudan, now glad to 
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collect empty bottles and winnow the dust for hrokeo 
biscuit. 

With the departure of headquarters to - morrow 
the whole force will havo shifted camp to Hajir. 
Thence it is under forty miles to Omdurman, 

For the first half of the distance the bank is flat 
with cultivation. 

On nearing Kerrori, the ground becomes broken 
with thick low thorn scrub. 

Thonce to Omdurman rises a cluster of sandstone 
hills inland, 300 feet to 500 feet high. 

In the present state of the Nile the river forms 
numerous khors, or small tributaries, flowing out 
instead of into the river, and many such on approach- 
ing Omdurman will perhaps necessitate detours on the 
line of march. 

To the north-west of the town there is rising ground 
which is said to otfer a favourable artillery position. 

Wad Earned, Aug. £6 {£40 p.w.) — Major Stuart- 
Wortley, who went up to Khartum two days after 
Gordon’s death, loaves to-night by the right bank with 
the friendlies, Jaalin aud other tribes. 

They will advance parallel with the Sirdar. 

It is reported that a dervish force is on the right 
bank, under the Emirs Zcki and Wad Bishara. 

A few dervish scouts are reported on this bank, 
near Gebol Iloyan, opposite our new camp and depot, 
ahi) patrols on the left hank. 
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Tho Khalifa blundered heavily when ho abandoned 
the Shablulca rapids, as even a small force among the 
rocks might have been troublesome, whereas now the 
Sirdar Las been able to convey all his transport to the 
open water above without pause. 

Qehel Royan, Aitg. S8 {8.5 a.m .) — We are now 
within four marches of Khartum. From the brown 
shoulder of Eoyan mountain, which overlooks and 
gives its name to the camp, you can see long stretches 
of green -lipped desert, blinking in tho sun, and 
cuttiug the blue ribbon of open water to Omdur- 
man. 

In tho distance hangs a white speck of haze, which 
may be the Mahdi’s tomb. 

Yesterday I came up with the main force. 

This morning it has gone forward again, and the 
four marches are becoming three. 

General Hunter, with the Egyptian Division, began 
to move out before sunrise, and as I write — eight 
o’clock — their last drums arc throbbing faintly in the 
distance. 

The Egyptian cavalry, horse battery, camel corps, 
and galloping Maxims had preceded them before 
dawn. 

Cavalry contact with the dervishes has been pos- 
sible at any moment since Friday. 

The patrols saw a few dervish horse, who, however, 
fell back rapidly, lighting alarm beacons. 

Q 
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Spies and deserters report that the advanced dervish 
force is near Kerreri, but it is impossible to tell at 
present if this be so. 

Hitherto the Dervishes have made no attempt to 
raid convoys or to alarm the camp by night ; they are 
simply falling back on the main positions. 

Everybody observes that the farther yon advance 
into their country, the more desirable, or rather the 
less undesirable, it becomes. 

T marched here from Wad ITamed, so I cannot 
depict fully the beauties of the Shabluka cataract, 
but I have seen enough from above and below and 
from various points of the road to understand how 
grateful it is to eyes soared with burning plains. 

The rapids are gemmed with gjeen wooded islands 
aud waist-high bush grass, and tho rocky heights on 
either side are bathed in violet by the morning and 
evening lights. 

At the gorge the cliffs close in, and the river nar- 
rows from 2000 to 200 yards. 

Here are dervish forts, three on the left bank aud 
one on the right. 

They are now flush with the water, which is actually 
running into the embrasures. 

Having had to march with the artillery, I had to 
content myself with the beauties of the Maxim-Nor- 
dcnfeldfc gun. 

Tho Egyptian field avtillei^ you can either draw 
with two mules or tako the pieces and carry them on 
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tour — a vast advantage, as shown on yesterday’s march, 
which was an alternation of stones and wallowing 
sand. 

On entering the camp T came on the tail of the 
British Division, which had mode four marches of 
twenty miles. 

Tlie Egyptians took two, hut the going is exception- 
ally had; natives and British alike fell out somewhat 
freely. 

The massed black bands welcomed the British, thun- 
dering out the march past of eacli of the regiments. 

The Bifles, though soft, were commended for 
smartness in marching, ns were the Northumberland 
Fiusiliers. 

The flood has formed a khor across the original 
camp, and the British are in detached zariba to the 
southward, wliich is lined nightly with a living ram- 
part of soldiers, alert, eager, and tingling in anticipa- 
tion of a fight. 

Qehd Eoyan, Aug. S8 p.m .) — ^Tho " Zafir,” the 

flagship of the gunboat flotilla. Captain Keppel, with 
General Bundle, chief of the staff, on board, sprang a 
leak the day before yesterday off Shendi. 

The boat w.is headed for the shore, but sank within 
a few yards of the bank. 

Only her funnel and mast arc above water. 

The barges in tow were cut adrift, and everybody 
boliaved with the greatest coolness. 
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Oaptaiu Keppol was the last man to leave. 

All lives were saved, but a quantity of kit was 
lost. 

Considering that the navy has been two years at 
work, that the steamers are of light draught, and that 
there is a tremendous head of water in the river, it 
is wonderful that this is the first serious mishap. 

Everybody sympathises with Captain Keppel, and 
deplores this stroke of bad luck at the end of mouths 
of splendid work. 

Ho transfers his flag to the Sultan. 

The whole force advances this afternoon about 
eight miles. 

Wady Ahicl, Aug. ^9 {8,4.0 a,n .) — ^The whole army 
is camped here, the British division having loft 
Eoyan in the cool of the evening and marching in 
by moonlight. 

The camp is estimated to be twenty-eight miles 
from Omdurman and eighteen from Kerreri, where 
there is every reason to believe that the Dervishes 
are collecting. 

The army will halt here at least till evening. 
Meanwhile a reconuamsance, consisting of the 
Egyptian cavalry, with the Maxims and camel corps, 
is patrolling ten miles to the southward, and a gun- 
boat has been do3i)atchod to jiatrol the stream. 

A dervish patrol of ten men was seen yesterday 
evening. It fell back. 
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^ Uoseiiors aro now beginning to arrive in swarms, 
ami a sifting of their reports shows that it may be 
considered certain that the Dervishes mean to fight. 

The weather till now has been magnificent, and 
beyond the most optimistic expectations. 

The heat is now extreme in the daytime, but the 
nig] its are cool and dry. 

Tin's morning was overcast, and there were furious 
gusts of wind from the north-east, which aro supposed 
to bo precursors of rain. 

So far we have had only three rainstorms. 

Violent and tempestuous weather at this stage might 
breed discomfort but not delay. 

The correspondents would find the chief disadvan- 
tage of rain iii the possible interruption of the field 
tclugrapli, which has been brought hero, and will prob- 
ably advance farther, though it is only poled as far a.s 
Nasri Island, and wet ground might cause a break- 
down of communications. 

10.15 a.m . — Tlio reconnai8.saiice has returned, hav- 
ing seen only a few fresh tracks of deivish Iioi semen, 
owing to the dust blown off the alluvial land into the 
desert having covered up their traces. 

The fewness of the tracks confirms the conjecture 
that the Dervishes have resolved to retire to ground 
of their own choosing. 

The cloudy morning turned to the opaquest dust- 
storm of recent experience. 
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The rushing south wind swishes through the camp, 
whirling the' dust of tlio old cultivation in yellow 
clouds before it, and the desert outside the zariba 
forms a half-solid curtain of flying earth. 

rdding round the camp to-day, the dust of which 
clung to my eyelashes and formed dangling screens 
of accumulated Sudan before my eyes, T was much 
struck by the advantage which experience in cam- 
paigning here gives the Egyptian over the llritish 
troops. 

All alike are under blanket shelters, but the 
Egyptians rig up all the blankets of one company 
into a coutiiruous shod on high polos, which gives an 
airy shelter, leaves the camping-ground clearer, and 
economises hlankots, so that enough are left to hap 
round the rifles. 

The British, contrariwise, fix one or two blankets 
on low sticks, and their ground is less thoroughly 
cleared of scrub to begin with. 

Dotted promiscuously over the ground are tiny 
booths, beneath which the men swelter, with the 
back flaps of their helmets turned over their faces 
to screen off the sun. Even through the veil of 
dust he presses on to the blanket so close that the 
men cannot uncover their heads. 

This is not a white man’s country. 

L15 p.wi., — There is abundant evidence that the spot 

whore 'we arc now camped was in the recent occupa- 
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tion of the enemy — angarebs and women’s Irinkel- 
l)oxe3 being littered all over the place. 

The Dervishes are almost certainly falling back be- 
fore us on to positions determined beforehand, where 
they expect advantage from scrub, and it would be no 
surprise hero if a decisive battle were fought some 
distance north of Omdurman. 

The Intelligence Department naturally keeps its own 
counsel, since a daily interchange of spies between the 
hostile headquarters is now easy. 

It is safe to say that all the advantage of informa- 
tion is on our side, all the stories of the deserters being 
carefully sifted by men accustomed to thread the tor- 
tuous mazes of the Arab mind. 

The Intelligence Department camp is to-day strewn 
with plum-coloured, thin-cheeked dervishes squatting 
in groups on the ground munching biscuit, the first 
earnest of the renewed blessings of civilised rule. 

It must not, however, he inferred from this that 
the Khalifa’s trusted fighting men are deserting. 

These are so detested on account of half a gen- 
eration of barbarities that they know there is no 
asylum left them in all Africa : they will die 
resolutely. 

Wady Ahid, Aug, 30 {DJfO a.m ^ — ^We are again on 
the march, the army advaucing ten miles to Sayal — 
another stride towards Omdurman. 

Major Stuart -Wortley’s friendlies have captured 
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five prisoners, together with a barge laden with graui, 
after a brush with some dervishes on the right banlc 
of the Nile. 

During the storm which continues to rage hero 
the British outposts last night heard the patter of 
hoofs, and suddenly a dervish horseman rode up, 
shouting “ Allah ! ” and hurled his spear over their 
heads; then, wheeling round, he galloped away 
unhurt. 
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TriJfi RRCONNAISSANOMM. 

EEVEiLliE ali four had forestalled daybreak ; a(, five we 
wore between dawn and suuriso. Inside the swarming 
zariba of camp Saynl impatient buglos were hurrying 
whites and blades under arms. Outside it the desert 
dust threw up a sooty film before the yellow east ; the 
cavalry and camel -corps were forming up for the 
day’s reconnaissance. Eour squadrons of British 
21st Lancers on the left, nine squadrons of Egyptian 
horsemen on the right with the horse guns, they 
trotted jangling into luTOd columns of troops, and 
spread fan-wise over the desert. 

The camel-corps stayed a moment to practise a bit 
of drill of their own. One moment they were a huge 
oblong phalanx of waving necks and riders silhouetted 
against the sunrise ; a couple of words in Turkish 
from their Bey and the necks wore waving alone with 
the riders in a square round them ; an instant more 
and camels and men had all knelt down. The camel- 
corps was a tlat field of heads and humps hedged with 
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a shining quickseb of bayonets. That rehearsed, they 
loped away to the extreme right : they can wait longer 
for their water than tho horses, so that their portion is 
always the outer desert. 

One instant wo were witli the main army by the 
zariba. Tho next — so it seemed after a few days of 
marching with the infantry— we were off and dear 
away. The screen was spread far out before the 
toiling intantry, and the enemy who would harass 
or even look at them must slip through us or break 
us if ho could. It looked little enough like either. 
As soon as our scouts were off the country was full 
of them. 

It was the last day of August — above a month since 
the first battalions had left tho Atbara, two days 
before we were to take Omdurman, and the first shot 
of the campaign was yet unfired. But before us rose 
cliff-like from the river, and sloped gently down to tho 
plain, the outline of Seg-el-Taib hill ; from that were 
only a dozen miles to Kerreri; from Kerreri were 
only ten to Omdurman. Brom the hill we should 
surely see. 

Ho hoofs pattered, and curb-chains jingled, and stir- 
rups rang, and behold we were round the inland base of 
Seg-el-Taih and scrambling up its shaly rise. From the 
top we looked out at the ten-mile reach of river aud tho 
hundred-mile stretch of plain, rejoicing in the young 
sunlight. On our loft, four gunboats — two white of 
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the new class, two biack of the old — trudged deviously, 
slowly, surely up under the right bank. Across 
the shining steel ribbon of Nile lay a va.st tangle of 
green — only a fifth funnel and Maxim-platforms crawl- 
ing along its horizon revealed it an island. On our 
right, the brilliant mimasa-acrub— in this rainy coun- 
try mimosa grows real leaves and the leaves are green 
— stretched forward to a dim double hill, a saddle in 
the middle, gentle ridges dipinng down at each end to 
river and desert. At our feet, round a sandy creek, 
clust(ired white and bi’own cavalry lilce bees, lances 
planted in the sand, men bent over bits, horses down 
on their knees for the water. In the desert a slowly 
advancing lozenge under a cloud of dust stood for the 
camel corps. Over our shoulders a black tide licked 
yet more slowly southward; that was infantry and 
guns. Sun, river, birds, green; grim, stealthy gun- 
boats aud that awfully advancing host ; it combined 
into the most heart-winning, most heart-quaking pic- 
ture of all the war. 

But we were looking for somebody to kill. Mud- 
walled villages, as everywhere, fringed the river-bank; 
by one the cavalry were watering ; another further on 
focussed the landscape with the conical-pointed tomb 
of some sheikh or holy man. And — what? — the 
glasses, quick ! — yes, by George it is ! One, two, 
three, four, five— our scouts ? impossible ; there are 
our scouts a mile this side of them. No : Dervishes — 
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dei’viah horso ; tiho lirst sight of them, lor me, in the. 
campaigu. Dervish horse three miles this side of 
Kerreri. 

Stand to yonr horses ! Prepare to moimt ! Mount ! 
This time the plain was fuller, the jingling merrier, 
the bobbing lauco-points more aloit than ever. On 
and on — a troop through tlie dense bush, a couple of 
squadrons in line over the open gravel, scrambling 
through a rocky rent in the ground, halting to breathe 
the horses and signal the scouts— but always on again. 
Always, by comparison with infantry, we seemed to 
fly, to spread out by magic, to leave the nules behind 
us in a dash. 

Ilut the Dervishes seemed to have vanished, as their 
wont is, swallowed np by dervish-land. We had already 
passed the spot chosen for the night’s camp ; we were 
to go on a mile or two beyond “ to make it good,” as 
they say. At last we halted. “ We shall water here,” 
said the Colonel, “ and then go homo.” Then suddenly 
somebody looked forward through his glasses, “By 
God, the Gippy cavalry are charging!” 

“That’s not the Gippy cavalry,” sings out somebody 
else; "that’s our advanced squadron.” Mount and 
clatter off again. I didn’t see them, but it was good 
enough to gallop for ; and now, sure enough, we plunge 
tUrongh the mimosa and find the advanced squadron 
pressing on furiously, and the best gentleman rider 
in the army with a dervish lance in his hand. The 
squadron found them in the bush, and galloped at 
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.them, but they were too quick away. Wo scrambled 
on, round that bush, down and up that gully, and 
presently came out again into a rising swell of gravel. 
And there were the lines of Kerreri. 

Behind another stretch of thicker bush, perhaps a 
mile through, under the twin hills, was a flutter of 
something white — white splashed with crimson. Ker- 
reri lines beyond a doubt ; only what was the white ? 
Loose garments of horsomeii riding through the bush ? 
Tents? Mags? Yes; it must be flags. Already a 
subaltern was picking his way through the bush with 
an olEcer’s patrol. Immediately another strolled away 
to the left ; already one white gunboat had almost out- 
flanked the linos. The whole regiment was now up, 
and dismounted in columns of squadrons in the open. 
Wlien the saddle alone weighs eight stone it is always 
useful to relieve a horse of the man. Colonel and 
majors, captains and adjutants and subalterns, sergeant- 
major and privates to hold the horses, grouped on a 
little knoll. Popular the man who had a good field- 
glass. 

Tap, tap, tap, floated down the wind. They were 
beating their war-drum. “ Whore’s Montmorency ? ” 
“Gone into the bush, sir.” Pop! Very faint and 
muffled, but all hearts leaped : it was the first shot of 
the campaign. And then through the hushes galloped 
a bay horse riderless. Tap, tap, tap ; they were still 
beating the war -drum. “What’s that to right of 
the flags?” "Men, sir,” says the sergeant-major, 
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taking his pipe out of his mouth. “ I can soe them* 
with the naked eyo.” Tap, tap, tap. “Where’s Mont- 
morency ? ” “ In the thero he is, sir, coining 

hack.” " Very well ; send a man to recall that patrol 
on the left. We’ve seen where they arc ; we’!! go 
home now, quietly.” 

Then in came the smiling subaltern. One man had 
thrown a spear at him and one had loosed off an 
elephant gun ; but he had dropped one man off the bay 
horse. There were thirty flags or so : it might mean 
perhaps 3000 men. The patrol from the left reported 
some 200 horsemen striking away to their right rear. 
It might moan retreat: it miglit mean a flank attack. 
It did not matter which. We had seen ; the recon- 
naissance had succeeded : we walked homo quietly. 

The next day, — the army had maTcUed eight miles 
to Wady Suetne — it was tlio Egyptian cavalry, — nearly 
twice as many of them, and the camel- corps and 
horse-battery besides. This time we started only five 
miles or so from Kerreri, and before we had gone an 
hour the 21st were in the lines. It had been a retreat 
we had seen the day before ; anyhow, it had become 
so later, when the gunboats shelled the position ; the 
place was empty. We crossed over to the left and 
cantei'ed up expectant, but there was nothing to see. 
Only a few miserable tukls twisted out of bushes; 
Jonah had a better honso under his gourd. Kerreri 
had been a fable — a post of observation never meant 
to bo lield. 
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, But the lines mattered little: it was to the hill 
behind it that eyes turned. Now we wore on the 
very brink, and could look over it to forecast the 
great day. Should we see dervishes coming on, or 
should we see dervishes streaming away ? We must 
see something, and we scrambled up, and at last, and 
at last, we saw Omdurman. We saw a broad plain, 
half sand, half pale grass; on the rim by the Nile 
rose a pale yellow dome, clear above everything. 
That was the Mahdi’s tomb, divined from Gebel 
Pvoyan, now seen. It was tho centre of a purple 
stain on tho yellow sand, going out for miles and 
miles on every side — the mud-houses of Omdurman. 
A great city — an enormous city — a city worth con- 
(jnering indeed! 

A while we looked ; hnt this was a reconnaissance. 
The thing was to look nearer and see if there were 
any enemy. The Lancers had gone on towards some 
villages along the river, between our hill and another 
three or four miles on. The Egyptian mounted troops 
turned south-westward, inland. We did not altogether 
know what we were going to do or see : perhaps it was 
that dark patch halfway between our line of advance 
and the British, which might be trees or might be 
men. But Broadwood Bey know very well where 
we were going, and what we were going to see. We 
began to march towards a clump of hills that drew in 
north-westWiard within three miles of tho outskirts of 
Omdurman ; the map calls it Gebol Eeried, We came 
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into swamps deepened by tho last night’s rain; we 
crossed soft-bottomed streams; it would have been 
desperate ground to be altachod in, but still the leader 
rode on and the heavy columns rode behind liim. At 
last wo came behind the south-easternmost hill, and 
the squadrons halted and the guns wheeled into line 
and the camels barracked. We went up the hill and 
again we saw. 

Omdurman was nearer, more enormous, more worth 
conquering than ever. A gigantic tract of mud- 
houses; the Mahdi’s tomb rising above them like a 
protecting genius ; many other roofs rising tall above 
the wont of the Sudan, one or two with galvanised 
iron roofs to minor the snulight. With its huge 
extent, its obvious principal buildings, its fostering 
cathedral, the distant view of Omdurman would have 
disgraced no European capital; you might almost 
expect that the hotel omnibus would meet you at the 
railway station. 

Btit once more we were on reconnaissance; we 
were there to look for men, In front of the city 
stretched a long white line — ^banners, it might be; 
more likely tents ; most likely both. In front of that 
was a longer, thicker black line — no doubt a zariba or 
trench. Then they did mean to fight after all. Only 
as we sat and ale ii bbsouit and looked — the entrench- 
ment moved. The solid wall moved forward, and it 
was a wall of men. 

Whew 1 What an army i Five huge brigades of it 
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— a three-mile front, and parts of it eight or ten men 
doep. It was beginning to move directly for our hill, 
and — ^tum, turn, turn — we heard the boom of a war- 
drum of higher calibre than yesterday’s. Now they 
seemed to halt; now they came on. The five corps 
never broke or shifted, the rigid front never bent; 
their discipline must be perfect. And they covered 
the ground. The three miles molted before them; 
our scouts and the Lancers’ and theirs were chasing 
each other to and fro over the interval; we saw a 
picket of the Lancers fire. “ We’ll go back now,” 
said the serene voice of the leader. The force formed 
up, and we started on the eight-mile walk between 
ourselves and sui>port. 

The sun had hardened the swamp underfoot, but 
the guns and camels still made heavy going of it. 
We had not been moving twenty minutes before we 
saw a black mass of the enemy watching us from the 
hill whence we had watched them. And their line 
was still coming on, black over a ridge not a mile 
behind us. Turn, turn, turn — they were getting 
nearer; now we heard their .shouts, and saw their 
swords brandishing in tlie srm. Turn, turn, turn — roar 
— brandish — how slowly the camels moved! The 
troopers in the long column of our outside flank were 
beginning to look over their shoulders. Then the doc- 
tor came galloping like mad from behind. “Where’s 
Broadwood?” — and we saw the rear-guard squadron 
faced about and galloping towards the enemy. The 

K 
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bugle snapped out and tho troops of the flanking „ 
regiment whipped round and walked towards the 
enemy too. They were within a thousand yards. 
Now — 

It was only a dismounted trooper they were fetch- 
ing back. The troops turned again, and wo walked 
into camp. It was a perfect reconnaissance, — not a 
man lost, not a shot fired, and everything seen. 
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TUK BATTLE OB’ OMBUJIMAN. 

Omi camp, for tlie nighb of September 1, was in the 
village of Agaiga, a mile south of Kerreri HHl. On our 
left front was another hill, higher, but single-peaked 
and rounder — Gebol Surgbam. In front the ground 
was open for five miles or so — sand and grass broken 
by only a few folds — with a group of hills beyond. 

The force had formed up in position in the after- 
noon, when the Dervishes followed the cavalry home, 
and had remained under arms all night ; at half-past 
five in the morning, when the first howitzer-shell from 
opposite Omdurman opened the day’s work, every 
man was in his place. The lino formed an obtuse 
angle ; the order of brigades and battalions, counting 
from the left, was the following : Lyttelton’s 2nd Bri- 
tish (Rifle Brigade, Lancashire Fusiliers, Northumber- 
land Fusiliers, Grenadier Guards); Wauehope’s 1st 
British (Warwicks, Seafortha, Camerons, Lincolns); 
ifaxwcU’s 2ud Egyptian (14th, 12Lh, 13th Sudanese, 
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and SLh. Egyptian in support). Here csame the point 
of the angle ; to tho right of it were : Macdonald's 
1st Egyptian (11th, 10th, 9th Sudanese, 2iid Egyptian 
supporting); Lewis’s 3rd I^yptian (4th, 16th, and 
3i'd and 7 th Egyptian, in column on the right flank). 
Collinson’s 4th Egyptian Brigade (1st, 5th, 17th, and 
18th Egyptian) was in reserve in the village. AU 
the Egyptian battalions in the front were in their 
usual formation, with four companies in lino and two 
in support. The British had six in line and two in 
support. 

On the extreme left was the 32nd Eield Battery ; 
the Maxims and Egyptian field-guns wore mounted at 
intervals in the infantry line. The cavalry had gone 
out at the first streak of grey, British on the left, 
as usual, Egyptian with camel-corps and horse-battory 
from the right moving across our front. The gunboats 
lay with steam np off the village. 

Light stole q^uietly into tho sky behind us; there 
was no sound from the plain or the hills before us; 
there was hardly a sound from our own line. Every- 
body was very silent, but very curious. Would they 
be so mad as to come out and run their heads into our 
fire? It seemed beyond hoping for; yet certainly 
they had been full of war the day before. But most 
of us were expecting instantly tho order to advance 
on Omdurman. 

A trooper rose out of the dimness from behind the 
shoulder of Gebcl Surgham, grew larger and plainer, 
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^ spurrcfl violently up to the line and inside. A couple 
more wore silhouetted across our front. Then the 
electric whisper came racing down the line; they 
were coming. The Lancers came in on the left ; the 
Egyptian mounted troops drew like a curtain across 
us from left to right. As they passed a flicker of 
white flags began to extend and fill the front in their 
place, The noise of something began to creep in upon 
us ; it cleared and divided into the tap of drums and 
the far-away surf of raucous war-cries. A shiver 
of expectancy thrilled along our army, and then a 
sigh of content. They were coming on. Allah help 
them I they were coming on. 

It was now half-past six. The flags seemed stiU very 
distant, the roar very faint, and the thud of our first 
gun was almost startling. It may have startled them 
too, but it startled them into life, The line of flags 
swung forward, and a mass of wliite flying linen swung 
forward with it too. They came very fast, and they 
came very straight ; and then presently they came no 
farther. With a crash the bullets leaped out of the 
British rifles. It began with the Guards and Warwicks 
— section volleys at 2000 yards ; then, as the Dervishes 
edged rightward, it ran along to the Highlanders, the 
Lincolns, and to Maxwell’s Brigade, The British stood 
up in double rank behind their zariba ; the blacks lay 
down in their shelter-trench ; both poured out death 
as fast as they could load and press trigger. Shrapnel 
whistled and Maxims growled savagely. From all the 
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line oame perpetual fire, fire, fire, and shrieked forth- 
in great gusts of destruction. 

And the enemy ? N'o white troops would have 
faced that torrent of death for five minutes, but the 
Baggara and the blacks came on. The torront swept 
into them and hurled them down in whole companies. 
You saw a rigid line gather itself up and rush on 
evenly ; then before a shrapnel shell or a Maxim the 
line suddenly quivered and stopped. The line was 
yet unbroken, but it was quito still. But other lines 
gathered up again, again, and yet again; they went 
down, and yet others rushed on. Sometimes they 
came near enough to see single figures quite plainly. 
One old man with a white flag started with five 
comrades ; all dropped, but he alone came bounding 
forward to within 200 yards of the llth Sudanese. 
Then he folded his arms across his face, and his limbs 
loosened, and he dropped sprawling to earth beside 
his fiog. 

It was the last day of Mahdism, and the greatest. 
They could never get near, and they refused to hold 
back. By now the ground before ns was all white 
with dead men’s drapery. Kifies grew red-hot; the 
soldiers seized them by the slings and dragged them 
back to the reserve to change for cool ones. It was 
not a battle, but an execution. 

In the middle of it all you were surprised to find 
that we were losing men. The crash of onr own fire 
was so prodigious that we could not hear their bullets 
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•whistle ; yet they came and swooped down and found 
victims. The Dervishes were firing at their extreme 
range, and their bullets were many of them almost 
spent; but as they always fire high they often hit. So 
that while you might have thought you were at a 
shoot of rabbits, you suddenly heard the sharp cry, 
“Bearer party there, quick,” and a man was being 
borne rearward. Pew went down, but there was a 
steady trickle to hospital. Bullets may have been 
spent, and Oaptain Caldecott, of the Warwicks, was 
one of the strongest men in the army; but that 
helped him nothing when the dropping ball took 
him in the temple and came out through the jugular. 
He lay an hour unconscious, then opened his eyes 
with " Por God’s sake, give mo water 1 ” and died as 
he drank. All mourned him for a smart officer and 
a winning comrade. Most of all the two Highland 
battalions dropped men. The zariba behind which 
they were unwisely posted obliged them to stand, be- 
sides hampering them both in fire and when it came 
to movement ; a little clump of enemy gathered in a 
hole in front of them, and by the time guns came 
up to shell them out, the Camerons had lost some 
twenty-five and the Seaforths above a dozen. 

But loss on this scale was not to be considered 
beside the awful slaughter of the Dervishes. If they 
still came on our men needed only time and ammuni- 
tion and strength to point a rifle to kill them oft' to 
the very last man. Only by now — small wonder — 
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they -were not coming on. They were not driven 
back ; they were all killed in coming on. One section 
of fire after another hushed, and at eight o’clock the 
village and the plain were still again. The last shell 
had burst over the last visible group of Dervishes; 
now there was nothing but the unbending, grimly 
expectant lino before Agaiga and the still carpet of 
white in front. 

We waited half an hour or so, and then the sudden 
bugle called us to our feet. " Advance,” it cried ; “ to 
Omdurman ! ” added we. Slowly the force broke up, 
and expanded. The evident intention was to march 
in echelon of brigades — the Second British leading 
along the river, the Tirsb British on their right roar, 
then Maxwell’s, Lewis’s, and Macdonald’s, with 
(JoUinaon’s still supporting. Lewis and Macdonald 
had changed places, the latter being now outermost 
and rearmost; at the time few noticed that. The 
moment the dervish attack had died down the 2l5t 
Lancers had slipped out, and pushed straight for the 
Khalifa’s capital. 

Movement was slow, since the leading brigades had 
to wait till the others had gone far enough inland to 
take their positions. We passed over a corner of the 
field of fire, and saw for certain what awful slaughter 
we had done. The bodies were not in heaps — bodies 
hardly ever arc; but they spread evenly over acres 
and acres. And it was very remarkable, if you 
remembered the Atbara, that you saw hardly a black ; 
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nearly all the dead had the high forehead and taper 
cheeks of the Arab. The Baggara had been met at 
last, and he was worth meeting. Some lay very com- 
posedly, with their slippers placed under their heads 
for a last pillow ; some knelt, cut short in the middle 
of a last prayer. Others were torn to pieces, ver- 
milion blood already drying on brown skin, killed 
instantly beyond doubt. Others, again, seemingly as 
dead ns these, sprang up as wo approached, and 
rushed savagely, hurling spears at the nearest enemy. 
They were bayoneted or shot. Once again the plain 
seemed empty, but for the advaneing masses and the 
carpet of reddened white and broken bodies underfoot. 

It was now twenty minutes to ten. The British 
had crested a low ridge between Gebel Surgham and 
the Nile; Maxwell’s brigade was just ascending it, 
Lewis’s just coming up under the hill. Men who 
could go where they liked were up with the British, 
staring hungrily at Omdurman. Suddenly from rear- 
ward broke out a heavy crackle of fire. We thought 
perhaps a dozen men or so had been shamming dead ; 
we went on staring at Omdurman. But next instant 
we had to turn and gallop hot -heeled back again. 
For the crackle became a crashing, and the crashing 
waxed to a roar. Dervishes were firing at us from 
the top of Gebel Surgham, dervishes were firing be- 
hind and to the right of it. The 13th Sudanese were 
bounding up the hill ; Lewis's brigade had hastily faced 
to its right westward, and was volleying for life ; Mac- 
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(loiiald's luoyoud, still iaoing northward, was a sheet ol 
flashes and a roll oC smoko. What was it ? Had they 
eomo to Idle again ? Ho time to ask ; reintorcements 
or ghosts, they were on us, and the battle «pas begun 
all again. 

To understand, you must hear now what we only 
hoard afterwards. The dervish army, it appeared, 
had not returned to Omdurman on the night of the 
1st, but had hivonacked — 40,000 to 60,000 of them — 
helund Oebel Surgham, south-westward from Agaiga. 
The Khalifa had doubtless expected a sudden attack 
at daybreak, as at Firket, at Ahu Hamed, on the 
Athara; as wo marclmd by night to our positions 
before Omdurman he must have designed to spring 
upon our right flank. When day broke and no 
enemy appeared he divided his army into three 
corps. The first, under Osman Azrak, attacked the 
village; the second, with the green banner of Ali 
Wad Helu — with him Abdullahi’s eldest son, the 
Sheikh-od-Din — moved towards Kerreri Heights to 
envelop onr right ; the third, under Abdullahi himself 
and his brother Yakub, remained behind Surgham, 
ready, as need might he, to envelop our left, or to act 
as reserve and bar our road to Omdurman. 

What befell the first you know ; Osman Azrak died 
with them. The second spread out towards our right, 
and there it fell in with the Egyptian cavalry, horse- 
battery, and camel-corps. When Broadwood Bey fell 
hack before the attack, he sent word of its coming to 
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the Sirdar, aud received orders to rcinaiu outside the 
trencli and keep the eneuiy in front, instead of letting 
them got round the right. Accordingly he occupied 
the Heights of Kerreri. But the moment he got to the 
top he found himself in face of Wad Helu’s unsuspected 
army-corps — 12,000 to 15,000 men against less than 
2000 — and the moment he saw them they began 
swarming up the hill. There was just a moment for 
decision, but one moment is all that a born cavalry 
general needs. The next his galloper was flying with 
the news to the Sirdar, and the mounted troops were 
retreating northward. The choice lay between isola- 
tion, annihilation, or retreat on Agaiga and envelop- 
ment of the right. Eroadwood chose the first, but 
even for that the time was short enough. The camels 
floundered ou the rocky hillside; the guns dragged; 
the whole ma.ss of dervishes pursued them with a 
pelting lire. Two guns lost all their horses and were 
abandoned ; the camel-corps alone had over sixty men 
hit. As for the cavalry, they went back very hard 
pressed, covering their comrades’ retreat and their own 
by carbine fire. If the JO^yptian army but gave 
Victoria Crosses, there were many earned tliat day. 
Man after man rode back to bring in dismounted 
officers, and would hardly be dissuaded from their 
endeavour when it was seen the rescued were plainly 
dead. It was the great day of trial— the day the pick 
of our cavalry officers have worked for through a weary 
decade and more — aud the I'ayum fellah fought like a 
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liero and died like a man. One or two short o£ forty 
killed and wounded was the day’s loss ; hub they came 
off handsomely. The army of the green flag was now 
on Kerreri Heights, between them and the camp ; but 
with Broadwood’s force unbroken behind it, it paused 
from the meditated attack on the Egyptian light. In 
the pause three of the five gunboats caught it, and 
pepper-castored it over with shell and Maxim fire. It 
withdrew from the river towards the centre again : the 
instant a way was cleared tho out-paced camel-corps 
was passed back to Agaiga. The cavalry hung upon 
the green fiag’s left, till they withdrew clean west- 
ward and inland ; then it moved placidly back to the 
infantry again. 

Thus much for the right; on the left the British 
cavalry were in the stress of an engagement, less per- 
fectly conducted, even more hardily fought out. They 
left tho zariba, as you heard, the moment tho attaok 
burned out, and pricked eagerly oif to Omduiman. 
Verging somewhat westward, to the rear of Gebel 
Surgham, they came on 300 Dervishes. Their scouts 
had been over the ground a thousand yards ahead of 
them, and it was clear for a charge. Only to out them 
off it was thought better to get a little west of them, 
then left wheel, and thus gallop down on them and 
drive them away from their supports. The trumpets 
sang out the order, the troops glided into squadrons, 
and, four squadrons in line, the 21&t Lancers swung 
into their first charge. 



THE LANCEttS’ CIIAHOIC. 


273 


Knee to knee they swept on bill they were bub 200 
yards from the enemy. Then suddenly — then in a 
flash — they saw the trap. Between them and the 300 
there yawned suddenly a deep ravine; out of the 
ravine there sprang instantly a cloud of dark heads 
and a brandished lightning of swords, and a thunder 
of savage voices. Mahmud smiled when he heard the 
tale in prison at Haifa, and said it was their favourite 
stratagem. It had succeeded. Three thousand, if there 
was one, to a short four hundred ; but it was too late 
to chock now. Must go through with it now ! The 
blunders of British cavalry are the fertile seed of 
British glory : knee to knee the Lancers whirled on. 
One hundred yards — fifty — knee to knee 

Slap ! “ It was just like that,” said a captain, bring- 
ing his fist hard into lus open palm. Through the 
swordsmen they shore without checking — and then 
came the khor. The colonel at their head, riding 
straight through everything without sword or revolver 
drawn, found his horse on its head, and the swords 
swooping about his own. He got the charger up again, 
and rode on straight, unarmed, through everything. 
The squadrons followed him down the faU. Horses 
plunged, blundered, recovered, fell; dervishes on the 
ground lay for the hamstringing cut ; officers pistolled 
them in passing over, as one drops a stone into a 
bucket; troopers thrust till lances broke, then cut; 
everybody went on straight, through everything. 

And through everything clean out the other side 
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they came — those that kept up or got up iu time. 
The others were on the ground — ^in pieces by now, for 
the cruel swords shore tlirough shoulder and thigh, 
and carved the dead into fillets. Twenty-four of 
these, and of those that came out over fifty had 
felt sword or bullet or spear. Tew horses stayed 
behind among the swords, but nearly 130 were 
wounded. Lieutenant Eobert Grenfell’s troop came 
on a place with a jump out as woU ns a jump in ; it 
lost officer, centre guide, and both flank guides, ten 
killed, and eleven wounded. Yet, when they burst 
straggling out, their only thought was to rally and 
go in again. “Eally, No. 2!” yelled a sergeant, so 
mangled across the face that his body was a cascade 
of blood, and nose and cheeks flapped hideously as he 
yelled. " Fall out, sergeant, you’re wounded,” said the 
subaltern of his troop, " No, no, sir ; fall in ! ” came 
the hoarse answer ; and the man reeled in his saddle. 
“ Fall in. No. 2 ; fall in. "Where are the devils ? Show 
me the devils ! ” And No. 2 fell in — four whole men 
out of twenty. 

They chafed and stamped and blasphemed to go 
through them again, though the colonel wisely forbade 
them to face the pit anew. There were gnashings 
of teeth and howls of speechless rage — things half 
theatrical, half brutal to tell of when blood has cooled, 
yet things to rejoice over, in that they show the fight- 
ing devil has not, after all, been civilised out of Britons. 
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Also thoro aru ttiauy aad many deods of self-abandon- 
ing heroism; of which tale the half will never be 
told. Take only one. Lieutenant de Montmorency 
missed his troop-sergeant, and rode back among the 
slashes to look for him. There he found the hacked 
body of Lieutenant Grenfell. lie dismounted, and 
put it up on his horse, not seeing, in his heat, that 
life had drained out long since by a dozen chan- 
nels. The horse bolted under the slackened muscles, 
and Do Montmorency was left alone with his revolver 
and 3000 screjimiug fiends. Captain Kenna and 
Corporal Swarbrick rode out, caught his horse, and 
brought it back; the three answered the fire of the 
3000 at fifty yards, and got quietly back to their 
own liuo untouched. 

Forbearing a second charge, the Lancers dismounted 
aud opened fire ; the carbiuos at short range took an 
opulent vengeance for the lost. Back, back, back they 
drove them, till they came into the fire of the 32nd 
Battery. The shrapnel flew shrieking over them; 
the 3000 fell all ways, aud died. 

All this from hearsay; now to go back to what 
we saw. When the Hirdar moved his brigades 
southward he kucw what he was doing. He was 
giving his right to an unbeaten enemy ; with his 
usual daring he made it so. His game now was to 
get between the dervishes aud Omdurmau. Perhaps 
he did not guess what a bellyful of beating tlio un- 
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beaten enemy would take; but ho trusted to his 
generals and his star, and, as always, they bore him 
to victory. 

The blacks o£ the 13th Battalion were storming 
Gcbel Surgham. Lewis and Macdonald, facing west 
and south, had formed a right angle. They were 
receiving the fire of the Khalifa’s division, and the 
charge of the Khalifa’s horsemen ; behind these the 
Khalifa’s huge black standard was flapping raven- 
like. The Baggara horsemen were few and ill- 
mounted — ^perhaps 200 altogether — but they rode to 
get homo or die. They died. There was a time 
when one galloping Baggara would have chased a 
thousand Egyptians, but that time is very long past. 
The fellaheen stood like a wall, and aimed steadily at 
the word ; the chargers swerved towards Macdonald. 
The blacks, as cool as any Scotsmen, stood and 
aimed likewise ; the last Baggara fell at the muzzles 
of the rifles. Our fire went on, steady, remorseless. 
The Remington bullets piped more and more rarely 
overhead, and the black heads thinned out in front. 
A second time the attack guttered and flickered out. 
It was just past ten. Once more to Omdurman ! 

Two minutes’ silence. Then once more the howling 
storm rushed down upon us ; once more crashed forth 
the answering tempest. This time it burst upon Mac- 
donald alone — from the north-westward upon his right 
flank, spreading and gathering to his right rear. For 
all their sudden swiftness of movement the Dervishes 
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" throughout this day never lost their formation ; their 
lines drove on as rigidly as ours, regiment alongside 
regiment in lines of six and eight and a dozen ranks, 
till you might have fancied the Macedonian phalanx 
was alive again. Left and front and right and rear 
the masses ate up the desert — 12,000 unbroken fast 
and fearless warriors loaxhng round 3000. 

Now began the fiercest fight of that fierce day. The 
Khalifa brouglit up his own black banner again ; his 
staunchest die-hards drove it into the earth and locked 
their ranks about it. The green flag danced encourage- 
ment to the Allah-intoxicated battalions of Wad Helu 
and the Sheikh-ed-Din. It was victory or Paradise 
now. 

For us it was victory or shredded flesh and bones 
unburied, crackling under the red slippers of Baggara 
victors. It was the very ernx and crisis of the fight. 
If Macdonald went, Lewis on his left and Collinson 
and the supporting camel-corps and the newly re- 
turned cavalry, all on his right or rear, must all go 
too. The Second British and Second Egyptian Brig- 
ades were far off by now, advancing by the left of 
Surgham hill ; if they had to be recalled the Khalifa 
could walk back into his stronghold, and then all our 
fighting was to begin anew. But Hunter Pasha was 
there and Macdonald Bey was there, born fighting 
men both, whom no danger can flurry and no sudden 
shift in the kaleidoscope of battle disconcert. Hunter 
sent for Wauchope’s first British Brigade to fill the 
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gap between Macdonald and Lewis. The order went 
to General Gatacre first instead of to the Sirdar; with 
the soldier’s instinct he set the brigade moving on the 
instant. The khaki columns faced round and edged 
rightward, rightward till the fighting line was backed 
with 3000 Lee-Metforda, which no man on earth 
could face and live. Later tho Lincolns were moved 
farther still on to Macdonald’s right. They dispute 
with tho Warwicks the title of the best shooting 
regiment in the Lritish army ; the men they shot at 
will dispute no claim of tlie Lincolns for ever. 

But the cockpit of the fight was Macdonald’s. The 
British might avenge his brigade ; it was his to keep 
it and to kill off the attack. To meet it he turned his 
front through a complete half-circle, facing succes- 
sively south, west, and north. Every tactician in 
the army was delirious in his praise : tho ignorant 
correspondent was content to watch the man and his 
blacks. “ Cool as on parade,” is an old phrase ; Mac- 
donald Bey was very much cooler. Beneath the 
strong, square -hewn face you could tell that the 
brain was worlring as if packed in ice. He sat 
solid on his horse, and bont his black brows towards 
the green flag and the Eemingtons. Then he turned 
to a galloper with an order, and cantered easily up to 
a battalion-commander. Magically the rifles hushed, 
the stinging powder smoke wisped away, and the 
companies were rapidly threading back and forward, 
round and round, in and out, as if it were a figure 
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of a dance. In two minutes the brigade was to- 
gether again in a new place. The field in front 
was hastening towards us in a white 7 -brown cloud 
of dervishes. An order. Macdonald’s jaws gripped 
and hardened as the flame spurted out agaiuj and 
the wliitey- brown cloud quivered and stood stiU. 
He saw everything ; knew what to do ; knew how 
to do it ; did it. At the fire he was ever brooding 
watchfully behind his firing-line; at the cease fire 
ho was instantly in front of it: all saw Mm, and 
knew that they were being nursed to triumph. 

His blacks of the 9th, 10th, and 11th, the historic 
fighting regiments of the i^yptian army, were worthy 
of their chief. The 2nd Egyptian, brigaded with them 
and fighting in the line, were worthy of their com- 
rades, and of their own reputation as the best dis- 
ciplined battalion in the world. A few had feared 
that the blacks would be too forward, the yellows 
too backward: except that the blacks, as always, 
looked happier, there was no difference at all between 
them. The Egyptians sprang to the advance at the 
bugle ; the Sudanese ceased fire in an instant silence 
at the wMstle. They were losing men, too, for though 
eyes were clamped on the dervish charges, the dervish 
fire was brisk. Man after man dropped out behind 
the firing-line. Here was a wMte officer with a red- 
lathered charger; there a black stretched straight, 
bare-headed in the sun, dry-lipped, uncomplaining, 
a bullet through his liver; two yards away a dead 
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driver by a dead battery mule, bis whip still glued 
in liis band, The table of loss topped 100 — 150 — 
neared 200. Still they stood, fired, advanced, fired, 
changed front, fired — ^firing, firing always, deaf in the 
din, blind in the smarting smoke, hot, dry, bleeding, 
bloodthirsty, enduring the devilish fight to tho end. 

And the Dervishes ? The honour of the fight must 
still go with the men who died. Our men were per- 
fect, but the Dervishes were superb — boyond perfec- 
tion. It was their largest, best, and bravest army 
that over fought against us for Mnhdisin, and it died 
worthily of the huge empire that Mahdism won and 
kept so long. Their riflomon, mangled by every kind 
of death and torment that man can devise, clung 
round tho black flag and the green, emptying their 
poor, rotten, home-made cartridges danutlessly. Their 
spearmen charged death at every minute hopelessly. 
Their horsemen led each attack, riding into the bullets 
till nothing was left but tliree horses trotting up to 
our line, heads down, saying, "For goodness’ sake, let 
us in out of this.” Not one rush, or two, or ten — hut 
rush on rush, company on company, never stopping, 
though all their view that was not unshaken enemy 
was the bodies of the men who had rushed before 
them. A dusky line got up and stormed forward; 
it bent, broke up, fell apart, and disappeared. Before 
the smoke had cleared, another lino was bending and 
storming forward in the same track. 

It was over. The avenging squadrons of the Egyp- 
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tian cavalry swept over the field. The Khalifa and 
the Sheikh-ed-Din had galloped back to Omdurman. 
Ali Wad Helu was borne away on an angareb with 
a bullet through his tliigh-bone. Yakub lay dead 
under his brother's banuor. b’rora the green army 
there now came only death-enamoured desperadoes, 
strolling one by one Loward.s the rifles, pausing to 
shake a spear, turning aside to recognise a eorpso, 
then, caught by a .sudden jot of fury, bounding for- 
ward, cheeking, sinking limply to the ground. Now 
under the black flag in a ring of bodies stood only 
three men, facing the throe thousand of the Third 
Brigade. They folded their arms about the stall' and 
gazed steadily forward. Two fell. The last dervish 
stood up and filled his chest; he shouted the name 
of his God and hurled his spear. Then he stood quite 
still, waiting. It took him full; he quivered, gave 
at the kueo.9, and toppled with his head on his arms 
and his face towards the legions of his conquerors. 
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ANALYSIS AND CRITICISM. 

Over 11,000 killed, 1 6,000 wounded, 4000 prisoners, 
— that was the astounding bill of dervish casualties 
officially presented after the battle of Omdurman. 
Some people had estimated the whole dervish army 
at 1000 less than this total: few had put it above 
50,000. The Anglo -Egyptian army on the day of 
battle numbered, perhaps, 22,000 men ; if the Allies 
had done the same proportional execution at Waterloo, 
not one Erenchman would have escaped. 

How the figures of wounded were arrived at I 
do not know. The wounded of a dervish army ought 
not really to be counted at all, since the badly 
wounded die and the slightly wounded are just as 
dangerous as if they were whole. It is conceivable 
that some of the wounded may have been counted 
twice over — either as dead, when they were certain 
to perish of their wounds or of thirst, or else as 
prisoners when they gave themselves up. Yet, with 
aU the deductions that moderation can suggest, it was 



AN APPATXING SLAUGIITEB. 


285 


a most appalling slaughter. The dervish army was 
hilled out as hardly an army has been killed out in 
the history of war. 

It will shock you, but it was simply unavoidable. 
Not a man was killed except resisting — very few 
except attacking. Many wounded were killed, it is 
true, but that again was absolutely unavoidable. At 
the very end of the battle, when Macdonald’s brigade 
was advancing after its long fight, the leading files of 
the 9tli Sudanese passed by a young Baggara who 
was not quite dead. In a second he was up and at 
the nearest mounted wldte officer. The first spear 
flew like a streak, but just missed. The officer 
assailed pub a man-stopping revolver bullet into him, 
but it did not stop him. He whipped up another 
spear, and only a swerve in the saddle saved the 
Englishman’s body at the expense of a wounded 
right hand. This happened not once but a hun- 
dred times, and all over the field. It was impossible 
not to kill the dervishes: they refused to go back 
alive. At the very finish — the 11,000 killed, the 
Khalifa fled, the army hopelessly smashed to pieces 
— a band of some 3000 men stood firm against the 
pursuing Egyptian cavalry. “ They were very sticky,” 
said an officer simply, " and we couldn’t taJeo ’em on.” 
Later they admitted they were beaten, and came in. 
But except for sheer weariness of our troops, that 3000 
would have been added to the cloven. As it was, they 
outmarched -our advance, slipped into Omdurmau 
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before us, changed their gihbas, and looted the 
Klmlila’s dhurra. 

Nor was that the end of the sullen resistauco of the 
Baggara. Even after they realised that they were 
hopelessly beaten in the field, they relaxed but little of 
their sullen hostility. Probably they were encouraged 
by the Sirdar’s niodcration in sparing indiscriminately 
all the inhabitants of Omdurman ; whether that or 
no, it is certain that from the day of the fight to 
the 8 til, the day J came down, it was not safe for 
any white man to go into the city unarmed. I do 
not think any white man was actually attacked, — 
certainly none was killed. But wandering Egyptian 
soldiers wore, and it was not until a batch or two 
of francs - tirailleurs had been taken ont and shot 
that decent order could bo niaiutaiuod in the town. 
That was natural enough. Omdurman’s only idea 
of maintaiuiiig order was mas.sacre : how could it 
appreciate mercy ? 

By the side of the immense slaughter of dervishes, 
the tale of our casualties is so small as to be almost 
ridiculous. The first official list was this. British 
troops : 2 officers (Captain Caldecott and Lieut. Gren- 
fell) killed, T wounded ; 23 non-commissioned officers 
and men killed, 99 wounded. Egyptian army : 5 
British officers and 1 non - commissioned officer 
wounded ; 1 native officer killed, 8 wounded ; 20 non- 
oommissioned officers and men killed, 221 wounded. 
Total casualties; 131 British, 250 native — 387. 
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But this estimate, like all early estimates, was uuclur 
the mark. Some of the wounded died — among them a 
private of the Lincolns not previously reported ; others 
were late in reporting themselves. The Egyptian casu- 
alties among non-commissioned officers and men rose 
to 30 killed and 279 wounded. Among the Britisli 
many slight wounds were never reported at all. The 
21st Lancers, especially, according to the lestimoiiy of 
their own officers, loht 24 killed or died of wounds, and 
74 wounded. Of the latter, hardly more than half 
came under surgical treatment at all. Such wounds, 
of course, were very slight, and were properly omitted 
from the official list. Still, if you count every scratch, 
the British casualties go up to nearly 200, and the 
Egyptian to over 300. Of the British infantry, the 
Camerons, witli a total of 2 killed and 26 wounded, 
lost most severely, as they did at Atbara ; and they 
were again followed by the Seaforths with 2 killed 
and 10 wounded. 

Putting it at its highest, however, the victory was 
even more incredibly cheap than the Atbara. But for 
the rash handling of tho 21st Laucors, the mistake of 
putting the British infantry behind a zariba instead of 
a trench, and the curious perversity which sent the 
slow camel-corps out iuto the opeu with the Egyptian 
cavalry, the losses would have been more iusigniticaut 
stiU. Tho enemy’s fire, as always, was too high, and 
the Egyptians iu their shelter-trench hardly suffered 
from it at all. , Perhaps the heaviest fire of the first 
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part of the action was borne by OoUinson’s supporting 
brigade and by the hospitals. In the second action, 
Macdonald’s four battalions suffered most severely of 
any in the field — again, as at the Atbara. 

Among correspondents, the Hon. Hubert Howard, 
acting for the 'Times’ and the ‘New York Herald’ in 
conjunction, was killed by a chance shot at the gate 
of the Mahdi’s tomb at the very end of the day. From 
Oxford onward his one end in life had been the woo* 
ing of adventures. He had found them with the Cuban 
insurgents and in the Matabele rebellion, where he 
was wounded in leading a charge of Cape boys. He 
was foredoomed from the cradle to die in his boots, 
and asked no better. Earlier in the day he had ridden 
with the Lancers through their charge ; earlier still he 
had been out with the pickets and jumped his horse 
over the zariba as the dervishes came on to attack it. 
No man ever born was more insensible to fear. Ten 
minutes before he was killed he said, " This is the best 
day of my life.” 

Colonel Frank Rhodes, the formally accredited cor- 
respondent of the ‘ Times,’ was shot through the flesh 
of the right shoulder very early in the fight. From 
the very beginning no Suckm campaign has been com- 
plete without Colonel Rhodes, and it must have been 
a keen disappointment to him to miss Omdurman; 
but he bore that and the wound with hia usual hum- 
orous fortitude. Mr Williams, of the ‘Daily Chrou- 
iole,’ had his cheek abraded by a bullet or a chip 



THE khalifa’s GENEUALSHIF. 


289 


of masonry from a ricochefc; it was nothing, and he 
made of it oven less than it was, Mr Oro.ss, of the 
‘Manchester G-iiardian,’ died afterwards of enteric 
fever at Abeidieh. Years ago he had rowed in the 
Oxford Eight, but enteric delights in seizing the most 
powerful frames. Quiet, gentle, palionfc, bravo, sin- 
cere — ^Mr Cress was the tyjic of an English gentleman. 

However, the battle of Omdnrinau was almost a 
mirach^ of succosa. For that tbanks aro duo, lirst, 
to the Kluilifa, whose generalship throughout was a 
masterpiece of imbecility. Had he attacked us at 
night with the force and impetuous courage he showed 
by day, it was not at all impossible that lie might have 
got inside our po.sition. Nothing could have como 
alive up to the Leo-Metfonls j but the Martinis might 
have proved less irresistible — and once inside in the 
dark liis death-scorning fanatics would have punished 
us fearfully. At close lighting they would have been 
as good as we, and far more numerous : if they had 
been met with ride- lire, we must have inevitably 
shot hundreds of our own meu. 

If he had stood in Omdurmau and fought as well as 
he fought in the open, our loss must needs have been 
reckoned in thousands instead of hundreds. Instead, 
he chose the one form of fight which gave him no 
possibility of oven a partial success. We heard he 
boasted that his men always hud broken our squares, 
and ho would see if they could not do it again. They 
would have broken us if valour could have done it ; 

T 
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but ho forgot that the squares wore bigger than 
heioio, were hotter armed, so far as the British went, 
and especially that men like the Sirdar and Hunter 
and Macdonald knew every turn and twist of dervish 
tactics, and are not in the habit of giving points away 
to the enemy. 

The Khalifa, therefore, came to utter grief as a 
general. As a ruler he fought harder than many had 
expected of him; even when the mass of his army 
was dead or yielded, he was ready for one throw 
more. "When that failed, he rodo for it: suicide 
would have been more dignified, as well as simpler for 
us, hut besides suicide there was only flight open to 
him. Perhaps suicide would have been simpler for 
him too in the end. As a ruler be finished when he 
rode out of Omdurman. His own pampored Baggara 
killed hia herdsmen and looted the cattle that were to 
feed him. Somebody betrayed the position of the 
reserve camels that were to cany his reserve wives : 
the camel- corps brought them in, and with them 
Patima — the Sheikh-ed-Diu’s mother — an enormous 
lady, his faithful and candid chief partner from the 
days when he could carry all hia property on a 
donkey. Other wives, less staunch, voluntarily de- 
serted him ; his followers took to kiUing one another. 
He is no more Khalifa. He evaded the pursuit of 
the cavalry, however, joined the Sheikh-ed-Din, who 
had fled by a different route, and struck south-west- 
ward. He may reach his own country; and if, from 
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an Emperor, he likes to pass into a petty bandit, he 
may possibly have a few months yet before him. But 
his following is too small even for successful brigan- 
dage; and he has earned too general detestation. 
Any day his head may be brought into Omdurman. 
Last month he was the arbitrary master of one of 
the greatest dominions — looking only to extent of 
country — in the whole world. To-day ho is merely 
a criminal at large. 

The i-emainder of his forces took little reduction. 
Major Stuart Wortley had cleared the right bank up 
to the Blue Nile. Luckily for him, the opposition was 
not severe, for most of the friendlies bolted at sight 
of a Baggara, as everybody knew they would. The 
Jaalin, however, behaved well. 

There now remained only one dervish force in the 
field — ^the garrison of Gedaref, up the Blue Nile and 
on the Abyssinian border. It numbered 3000 men, 
under Ahmed Eadil, the Klialifa’s cousin. The reduc- 
tion of this body was left to Parsons Pasha, Governor 
of Eassala, and he executed his task brilliantly. The 
details of the action are not yet known; perhaps 
nobody will ever take the trouble to ask them. The 
main fact is, that Parsons, with tho 16th Egyptian 
battalion, the Arab Kassala Eegulars (under two 
British Bimbashis), some camel-corps and irregulars 
— ill all 1300 men — attacked Ahmed Eadil’s 3000, and 
after three houns’ fighting dispersed them. They lost 
700 killed; P.ti'sons’s casualties were 37 men killed. 
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4 native ofBcers and 53 men wounded. Osman Digna 
wag iDelieved to have lied in this direction, hut no 
word has yet come in about him. We are not likely 
to hear much more about Osman Digna. 

For a point or two of criticism — ^if the unprofes- 
sional observer may allow himself the liberty — the 
battle of Omdurman was a less brilliant affair than 
the Atbara: on the other hand, it was more com- 
plex, more like a modem battle. The Atbara took 
more fighting, Omdurman more generalship. Success 
in each was complete and crushing. Omdurman was 
final ; but it occurred to a good many of ns between 
10 and 11 that morning that it was just as well we 
had put Mahmud’s 16,000 out of harm’s way at the 
Atbara. That these wore not at the Khalifa’s dis- 
posal on September 2ud was one more of his blunders, 
one piece more of the Sirdar’s luck. 

The Sirdar would have won iu any case : that he 
won so crushingly and so cheaply was the gift of luck 
aud the Khalifa. Three distinct mistakes — as has, per- 
haps impertineutly, been hinted above — wore made on 
our side. Of these the charge of the 21st Lancers was 
the most flagrant. It is perhaps an unfortunate con- 
sequonee of the modern development of war-correspon- 
dence, and the general influence of popular feeling on 
every branch of our Government, that wliat the street 
applauds the Wax Oflico is compelled at least to con- 
done. The populace has glorified the charge of the 
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21st for its indisputable heroism ; the War OfQce will 
hardly be able to condemn it for its equally indisput- 
able folly. That being so, it is the less invidious to 
say that the charge was a gross blunder. For cavalry 
to charge unbroken infantry, of unknown strength, 
over unknown ground, within a mile of their own 
advancing infantry, was as grave a tactical crime as 
cavalry could possildy commit. Their orders, it is 
believed, were to lind out Lho strength of the enemy 
south of Gebel Surghiiiu, report to the Eritish infantry 
behind them, and, if possible, to prevent the enemy 
from re-entering Omdurman. The charge implied dis- 
regard, or at least inversion, of these orders. Had the 
cavalry merely reconnoitred the body of dervishes they 
attacked, and kept them occupied till Lyttelton’s 
brigade came up, tbo enemy would have been 
annihilated, probably without the loss of a man to our 
side. As it was, the British cavalry in the charge 
itself suffered far heavier lass than it inflicted. And 
by its loss in horses it practically put itself out of 
action for the rest of the day, when it ought to have 
saved itself for the pursuit. Thereby it contributed 
as much as any one cause to the escape of the Khalifa. 

For the other two points. General Gatacre, being new 
to zaribas, appears to have throughout attached undue 
importance to thorn. At the Atbara he squandered 
much of the force of his attack through an over- 
estimation of the diOicully of Mahmud’s zariba *, here 
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aa well as they fenew liow, Thai is the root of the 
matter. 

As for the leading — happy the country which 
possessed a Hunter, a Macdonald, a Broadwood, and 
had hardly heard of any one of them. It has heard 
of them now, and it will ha strange if it does not 
presently hear further. 
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OMDUllMAN. 

It was eleven o’clock. Four brigades were passing 
slowly to right and loft of Gebel Surgham : the Second 
British and Second Egyptian were far ahead, filmy 
shadows on the eye-soaring sand. The dervish dead 
and dying were strewn already over some thirty square 
miles — killed by bullets, killed "by shrapnel, killed by 
shell from the gunboats, dying of wounds by the water, 
dying of thirst in the desert. But most lay dead in 
the fighting-line. Mahdism had died well. If it had 
earned its death by its iniquities, it had condoned its 
iniquities by its death. 

Now on to overtake the Sirdar, to see the city of 
the Khalifa. Even now, after our triple fight, none 
was quite assured of final victory. We had killed a 
prodigious number of men, but whore there were so 
many there might yet ho more. 3'robably the samo 
thoiight ran through many minds. It only they fon^it 
as well inside Omduriuanl That would, have spelt 
days of fighting and thousands of dead. 
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One thing, indeed, we knew hy now : the deieucea oi 
Omduman on the river side existed no longer. On 
the 1st, from Gebel Period, we had seen the gunboats 
begin the bombardment, backed by the 37th Battery, 
with its howitzers, on the opposite bank. We had 
heard since of the effects. “ It was the funniest thing 
you ever saw,” said a captain of marines. “ The boats 
went up one after another ; when we got opposite the 
first fort, ‘ pop ’ went their guns. ‘ Bang, bang, bang,’ 
went three boats and stopped up the embrasure. 
Came to the next fort; ‘pop’; ‘bang, bang, bang’: 
stopped up that embrasure. So on all the way up. A 
little fort on Tiiti Island had the cheek to loose off its 
pop-gun; stopped that up. Then we went on to 
Khartum. Ports there thought perhaps the boats 
couldn’t shoot from behind, so they lay doggo till we 
had gone past. They found we could shoot from 
behind.” 

So far so good. But what should we find on the 
land side 1 Above all, should we find the Khalifa ^ 
The only answer was to go and see. Pour miles or so 
south of Agaiga the yellow streak of Khor Shamba 
marks roughly the northern limit of Omdurman; 
thence to the Mahdi’s tomb, the great mosque, and the 
Khalifa’s house is a short three miles. The Second 
British Brigade was watering at tho Khor — ^men and 
hdtses lapping up the half solid stuff till they must 
have been as thick with mud inside as they were out. 
Beyond it a sprinkling of tumble-down-huts refracted 
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and heated Bovcnfold the furnace of the sunlight; 
from among them beckoned the Sirdar’s flag. 

It was about two o’clock when the red flag moved 
onward towards the Mahdi’s tomb, heaving its torn 
dome above the sea of mud walls. The red and white 
looked light and gay beside the huge, cumbrous raven- 
banner of the Khalifa, which flow sullenly at its side. 
Jlefore the twin emblems of victory and defeat rode 
the straight-backed Sirdar, Oeucral Hunter a head 
behind him, behind thorn the staff. Behind came 
the trampling 2ud Egyptian Brigade and the deadly 
smooth-gliding guns of the 32ud Battery. Through 
the .sparse hovels they moved on ; presently they began 
to densou into streets. We were on the threshold of 
the capital of Mahdism. 

And on the threshold came out an old man on a 
donkey with a white flag. The Khalifa — so we 
believed — had fled to Omdurman, and was at this 
very moment within his wall in the centre of the 
town ; but the inhabitants had come out to surrender. 
Only one point the old gentleman wished to be 
assured of ; were we likely to massacre everybody if 
we let them in without resistance? The Sirdar 
thought not. The old man beamed at tlie answer, 
and conveyed it to his fellow-townsmen ; on the lop 
of which ceremony wo marched into Omdurman. 

It began just like any other town or village of the 
mean Sudan. Half the hubs .seemed left unfinished, 
the other half to havu been deserted and fallen to 
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pieces. There were no streets, no doors or windows 
except holes, usually no roofs. As for a garden, a 
tree, a steading for a beast — any evidence of thrilt or 
intelligence, any attempt at comfort or amenity or 
common cleanliness, — not a single trace of any of it. 
Omdurman was just planless confusion of blind walls 
and gaping holes, shiftless stupidity, contented filth 
and beaslliness. 

But that, we said, was only the outskirts : when we 
come farther in we shall surely find this mass of popu- 
lation manifesting some small symbols of a great 
dominion. And presently we came indeed into a 
broader way than the rest — something with the rude 
semblance of a street. Only it was paved with dead 
donkeys, and here and there it disappeared in a 
cullender of deep holes where green water festered. 
Beside it stood a few houses, such as you see in 
Metemmeh ox Berber — two large, naked rooms stand- 
ing in a naJred walled courtyard. Even these wore 
rare : for the rest, in this main street, Omdurman was 
a rabbit- warron — a threadless labyrinth of tiny huts or 
shelters, too flimsy for the name of sheds. Oppression, 
stagnation, degradation, were stamped deep on every 
yard of miserable Omdurman, 

But the people ! We could hardly see the place for 
the people. We could hardly hear our own voices for 
their shrieks of welcome. We could hardly move for 
their importunate greetings. They tumbled over each 
other like ants from every mud heap, from, behind every 
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dunghill, from under every mat. Most of the men still 
wore their gibbae turned inside out; you could see 
the shadows of the patches through the sackcloth. 
They had been trying to kill us three hours before. 
But they salaamod, none the leas, and volleyed “ Peace 
be with you” in our track. All the miscellaneous 
tribes of Arabs whom AbdullaM’s fears or suspicions 
had congregated in his capital, all the blacks his 
captains had gathered together into franker slavery — 
indiscriminate, halt-naked, grinning the grin of the 
sycophant, they held out their hands and asked for 
backsheesh. 

Yet more wonderful were the women. The multi- 
tude of women whom concupiscence had harried from 
every recess of Africa and mewed up in Baggaru 
harems came out to salute their new masters. There 
were at least three of them to every man. Black women 
from Equatoria and almost white women from Egypt, 
plum-skiuncd Arabs and a strange yellow type with 
square, bony faces and tightly-ringleted black hair; 
old women and little girls and mothers with bahies 
at the breast ; women who could hardly walk for dyod 
cotton swathinga, raullled in close veils, and women 
with only a rag between themselves and nakedness 
— ^tho whole city was a huge harem, a museum of 
African races, a monstrosity of African lust. 

The steady columns drove through the surge of 
people; then halted in lines of ebony statues, the 
open-mouthed guns crawling between them to the 
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front. Wq had come opposite the corner of a 
wall of faced stones, a high twenty feet solid without 
a chip or chink. How ! This was the great wall of 
Omdurman, the Khalifa’s citadel. And listen ! Boom 
— ^boom — a heavy melancholy note, half bellow, half 
wail. It was the great ombeya, the war-horn. The 
Khalifa was inside, and he was rallying the malazemin 
of his bodyguard to fight their last fight in their last 
stronghold. 

Leas than 3000 men were standing, surrounded by 
ten times their number, within ten feet of this gigantic 
wall. But for the moment they were safe enough. 
The Khalifa, demented in all he did through these last 
days of his perdition, had made no banquette inside 
his rampart ; and if it was hard to scale, it was impos- 
sible to defend. The pinch would come when we 
went inside. 

One column moved off along the street ; another — 
the 13th Sudanese with four guns of the battery — 
away to the left under the wall towards the Nile. The 
road was what you already felt to be typical of Mah- 
distn — pools of rank stagnation, hills and chasms of 
rubble. The guns f eU behind to cut their road a bit ; 
the infantry went on till they came down to the brim- 
ming blue river. Here were the forts and the loop- 
holed walls, and here, steaming serene and masterful 
to and fro, were the inevitable gunboats. Or-r-rack ! 
Three crisp Maxim rounds: the place was tenanted 
yet. 
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At tho corner we come upon a breach — 600 cubic 
feet or so of fissure — torn by a lyddite shell. Over 
the rubble we scrambled, then through a stout double- 
leafed gate, pulses leaping : we were inside. But as 
yet only half inside — only in a broad road between 
another high stone wall on our right and the river 
on our left. Wo .saw tho choked embrasures and a 
maimed gun or two, and walls so clownishly loop-holed 
that a man could only get one oblique shot at a gun- 
boat, and then wait till the next came up to have one 
shot at that. Wo saw worse things — horrors such as 
do not sicken in the mass on the battle-field — a scarlet 
man sitting with his chin on his knees, hit by a shell, 
clothed from head to foot in his own blood, — a woman, 
young and beautifully formed, stark naked, rolling from 
side to side, moaning. As yet we saw not one fighting 
man, and still we could feel that the place was alive. 
We pushed on between walls, we knew not whither, 
through breathing emptines-s, through pulsing silenca 
Bound a corner we came suddenly on a bundle of 
dirty patched cloth and dirty, lean, black limbs — a 
typical dervish. He was alive and unarmed, and threw 
up his hands : he was taken for a guide. Hext at our 
feet, cutting the road, we found a broad khor, flowing 
in from the Nile, washing up above tho base of the 
wall. Bour dervishes popped out, seemingly from 
dead walls beyond. They came towards us and imo- 
bably wished to surrender; Imt tho blacks fired, and 
hey dived into their dead walls again. The guide 
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said the water was not deep, and a crowd of men and 
women suddenly shooting up from the rear bore him 
out by fording it. Moat of these new - reconciled 
foes had baskets to take away their late master’s loot. 
We plashed through the water — and here at last, in 
the face of the high wall on our right, was a great 
wooden gate. Six blacks stood by with the bayonet, 
while another beat it open with his rifle-butt. We 
stepped inside and gasped with wonder and disap- 
pointment. 

For the inside of the Ealifa’s own onclosure was 
even more squalid, an even more wonderful teeming 
beehive than the outer town itself. Like all tyrants, 
he was constantly increasing his hody-guard, till the 
fortified onclosure was burabing with them. Prom the 
height of a saddle you could see that this was only 
port of the citadel, an enclosure within an enclosure, 
Past a little guard-house at the gate a narrow path 
ran up the centre of it ; all the rest was a chaos of 
piggish dwelling-holes. Tiny round straw tnkls, mats 
propped up a foot from earth with crooked sticks, 
dome-topped mud kennels that a man could just crawl 
into, exaggerated bird’s nests falling to pieces of stick 
and straw — lucky was the man of the Khalifa’s guard 
who could house himself and his family in a mud 
cabin the size of an omnibus. On every side, of every 
type, they jumbled and jostled and crushed ; and they 
sweated and stank with people. For one or two old 
men in new gibbas cams oirt, and one or two yormger 
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men naked and wounded. When we offered them 
no harm the Khalifa’s body-guard broke cover. One 
second the place might have been an uncouth 
cemetery ; the next it was a gibbering monkey-house. 
From naked hovels, presto 1 it turned to naked bodies. 
Climbing, squeezing, burrowing, they came out like 
vermin from a Inirning coat. 

They were just as skinny and shabby as any other 
dervishes; as the Oiuduirafin Guards they wore a 
failure. They were all very friendly, the men anxious 
to toll what they knew of the Khalifa’s movements — 
which was nothing — the women overjoyed to fetch 
drinks of water. But when they were told to bring 
out their arms and ammunition they became a I'it 
sticky, as soldiers .say. They looked like refusing, 
and a snap-shot round a corner which lolled a black 
soldier began to look nasty. There must have been 
thousands of them all about us, all under cover, all 
knowing every twist and turn of their warren. But a 
confident front inipo,sed on them, as it will on all 
savages. A raised voice, a hand on the shoulder — and 
they were slipping away to their dens and slouching 
back with lieininglous and i»andoliers. The first 
came very, very slowly; as the pile grow they came 
quicker and quicker. From ciawling they changed 
in five minulos to a trot; they smiled all over, and 
informed zealously against anybody who hung back. 
Why not? Three masterless hours will hardly wipe 
out the rest a lifetime ol .slaveiy. 

U 
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Maxwell Bey left a guard over the arms, and went 
hack : it was not in this compartment that wo should 
find the Khalifa. We went on through the walled 
street along the river-front; the gunboats were still 
Maximing now and again a cable or two ahead. So 
on, until we came to tho southern river corner of the 
hold, and here was a winding, ascending path between 
two higher, stouter walls Bian ever. Here was a 
stonier wooden gate; it must be here. In this on- 
dosure, too, was a multitude of dwellings, but larger 
and more amply spaced. The Sirdar overtook us 
now, and the guns: the gunners had out their road 
and levelled the breach, and tugged the first gate 
off its hinges. On; wo must be coming to it now. 
We were quite close upon the towering, shell -torn 
skeleton of the Mahdi’s tomb. The way broadened 
to a square. But the sun had some time struck 
level into our eyes. He went down ; in ten minutes 
it would be dark. Now or never! Hero we were 
opposite the tomb ; to our left front was the Khalifa’s 
own palace. We were there, if only he was. A sec- 
tion of blacks filed away to the left through the 
walled passage that led to the door, Another filed 
to the right, behind the tomb, towaids his private 
iron mosque. We waited. We waited. And then, 
on left and right, they reappeared, rather diaggingly. 

Gone! None could know it for certain till the 
place had been searched through as well as the 
darkness would let it. Next morning some of the 
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smaller Emirs avowed that they knew it. He had 
been supposed to bo surrounded, but who could stop 
every earth in such a spinny ? He had bolted out 
of one door as we went in at another. 

We filed back, Eor the present we had missed 
the crowning capture, Hut going back under the 
wall we found a very good assuranco that Abdullahi 
was no more a ruler. The street under the wall was 
now a breathless stream of men and women, all cariy- 
ing baskets — the whole itopulation of the Khalifa’s 
capital racing to pilfer the Khalifa’s grain. There 
was no doubt about their good disposition now. They 
salaamed with enthusiasm, and “lued” most genuinely; 
one flat-nosed black lady forgot propriety so far as to 
kiss my hand. Wonderful workings of the savage 
mind ! Six hours before they were dying in regiments 
for their master; now they were looting his corn. 
Six hours before they were slashing our wounded 
to pieces; now they were asking us for coppers. 

By this time tho darkling streets were choked 
with tho men and horses and guns and camels of 
tho inpouring army. You dragged along a mile an 
hour, damped immovably into a mass of troops. 
A hundred good spearmen now — hut the Dervishes 
wore tnre savages to tho end : they had decided 
that they wore beaten, and beaten tliey remained. 
Soon it was pitchy night; where the bulk of the 
army bivouacked, I know not, neither do thoy. I 
stumbled on tlw Sucond British Brigiule, which liad 
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had a relatively easy day, and there, hy a solitary 
candle, the Sirdar, flat on his hack, was dictating 
his despatch to Colonel Wingate, flat on his belly. 
I scraped a short hieroglyphic scrawl on a telegraph 
form, and fell asleep on the gravel with a half-eaten 
biscuit in my mouth. 

Next morning the army awoke refreshed, and was 
able to appreciate to the full the beauties of 
Omdurman. When you saw it close, and hy the 
light of day, the last suggestion of stateliness vanished. 
It had nothing left but size — ^morc stupid multiplica- 
tion of rubbish. One or two relics of civilisation were 
found. Taps in the Khalifa’s bath ; a ship’s chrono- 
meter ; a small pair of compasses in a boy’s writing- 
desk, and a larger pair modelled clumsily upon them ; 
the drooping (olograph v?ire and cable to Khartum; 
Gordon’s old " Bordoin,” a shell-torn husk of broken 
wood round engines that still worked marvellously ; 
a few half -naked Egyptians, once Government 
servants ; Charles NeuMd, the captive German mer- 
chant, quoting Schiller over his ankle-chainB ; Sister 
Teresa, the captive nun, forcibly married bo a Greek, 
presenting a green orange to Colonel Wingate, the 
tried friend she had never seen before, — such was the 
pathetic flotsam overtaken hy the advancing wave of 
Mahdism, now stranded by its ebb. 

The Mahdi’s tomb was shoddy brick, and you dared 
not talk in it lest the rest of the dome should come 
on your head, Tire inside was tawdry panels and 
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railings round a gaudy pall. The Khalifa’s house was 
the house of a well-to-do-fellah, and a dead donkey 
pulrified under its window-holes. The arsenal was 
the reduplication of all the loot that has gone for half 
a dollar apiece these three years. The great mosque 
was a wall round a higgish square with a few stick- 
aiid-thatoh hootlis at one end of it. Tlie iron mosque 
was a galvanised .sliod, and would have repulsed 
the customers of a third-rate country photographer. 
Everything was wretched. 

And foul. They dropped tlieir dung where they 
listed; they drew their water from beside green 
sowers ; they had filled the streets and Ichors with 
dead donkeys ; tlioy left their brothers to rot and pulf 
up hideously in the sun. The stench of the place was 
in your nostrils, in your throat, in your stomach. You 
could not cat ; you dared not drink. Well you could 
believe that this was the city where they orueilied a 
man to steal a handful of base dollars, and sold 
mother and daughter together to be divided five 
hundred miles apart, to live and die in the same 
bestial concubinage. 

The army moved out to Khor tihamba during the 
3rd. The accursed place was left to fester and fry in 
its own filth and lust and blood. The leok of its 
aboniination.s steamed up to heaven to justify us of 
our vengeance. 
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TU14 IfUNBilA-L OP GORBON. 

The steanieia — scrowe, paddles, sLein-wheelers — plug- 
plugged their steady way up the full Nile. Post the 
northern fringe of Omdurman where the sheikh came 
out with the white flag, past the breach whei'e wc went 
in to the Khalifa’s stioughold, past the choked em- 
brasures and the lacerated Mahdi’s tomb, past the 
swamp-rooted palms of TuU Island. We looked at it 
aU with a dispassionate, impersonal curiosity. It was 
Sunday morning, and that furious Friday seemed 
already half a lifetime behind us. The volleys had 
dwindled out of our ears, and the smoko out of our 
nostrils ; and to-day we were going to the funeral of 
Gordon. After nearly fourteen years the Christian 
soldier was to have Christian burial. 

On the steamers there was a detachment of every 
corps, white or hlack or yellow, that had taken part 
in the vengeance. Every white officer that could be 
spared from duty was there, fifty men picked from 
each British battalion, one or two from each unit of 
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tho Egyptifiu army. That we were going up to Khar- 
tum at all was evidence of our triumph ; yet, if you 
looked about you, triumph was not the note. The 
most reckless subaltern, the most barbarous black, 
was touched with gravity. We were going to per- 
form a necessary duty, which had been put off far, 
far too long. 

Fourteen years next January — yet even through 
that humiliating thought there ran a whisper of 
triumph. Wo may be slow; but in that very slow- 
ness we show that wo do not forget. Soon or late, 
we give our own their due. Here were men that 
fought for Gordon’s life while he lived, — Kitchener, 
who went disguised and alone among furious enemies 
to get news of him; Wauchope, who poured out 
his blood lilte water at Tamai and Kirbekan ; Stuart- 
Wortley, who missed by but two days the chance 
of dying at Gordon’s side. And here, too, wore boys 
who could hardly lisp when their mothers told them 
that Gordon was dead, grown up now and appearing 
in the fulness of time to exact eleven thousand lives 
for one. Gordon may die — other Gordons may die 
in the future — but the .same clean-limbed brood will 
grow up and avenge them. 

The boats stopped plugging and there was silence. 
We were tying up opposite a grove of tall palms ; on 
the bank was a crowd of natives curiously like tho 
backsheesh - hunters who gather to greet the Kile 
steamers. ’J^iey stared at us ; but wo looked beyond 
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them to a large building rising from a ciumbling q^uay. 
You could see that it had once baen a handsome edi- 
fice of the type you know in Cairo or Alexandria — all 
stone and stucco, two-storied, faced with tall regular 
windows. Now the upper storey was clean gone ; the 
blind windows wore filled up with bricks ; the stucco 
was all scars, and you could walk up to the roof on 
rubble. In front was an acacia, such as grow in 
Ismailia or the Gezireh at Cairo, only unprunod — 
deep luscious green, only drooping like a weeping 
willow. At that most ordinary sight everybody grew 
very solemn. For it was a piece of a new world, or 
ratber of an old world, nttei’ly different from tlie 
squalid mud, the baking barrenness of Omdurman. A 
fagade with tall windows, a tree with green leaves-— 
the fa5ade battered and blind, the tree drooping to 
earth — there was no need to tell us we were at a grave. 
In that forlorn ruin, and that disconsolate acacia, the 
bones of murdered civilisation lay before us. 

The troops formed up before tho palace in three 
sides of a rectangle — Egyptians to our left as wo looked 
from the river, British to the right. The Sirdar, the 
generals of division and brigade, and the staff stood in 
the open space facing the palace. Then on the roof 
— almost on tho very spot where Gordon fell, though 
the steps by which the butchers mounted have long 
since vanished — ^we were aware of two flagstaves. By 
the right-hand halliards stood Lieutenant Staveley, 
E.!!., and Captain Watson, K.E.E. ; by the left hand 
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Bimbashi Mitford and his Excellency’a Egyptian 
A.D.O. 

The Sirdar raised liis hand. A pull on the halliards : 
up ran, out flew, the Union Jack, tugging eagerly at 
his reins, dazzling gloriously in the sun, rejoicing in 
his strength and his freedom, “Bang!" went tlio 
“Melik’s” 12|-pouuder, and the boat ipivered to her 
backbone. “ Uod Save our Gracious Q\iuon" hyiuiied 
the Guards' baud — “bang!" from the “Melik" — and 
Sirdar and private stood stiif — “ bang ! " — to attention, 
every hand at the helmet ijcalc in — “ bang ! ’’ — salute. 
The Egyptian flag had gone up at the same instant ; 
and now, tlie same oar-smashing, soul-uplifting bangs 
mai’ldng time, the band of the 11th Sudanese was 
playmg the Khediviid hymn. “ Three cheers for the 
Queen!” cried the Sirdar; helmets leaped in the air, 
and the melancholy ruins woke to the first wholesome 
shout of all these years. Then the same for the 
Khedive. The comrade flags stretched themselves 
lustily, enjoying their own again; the bands pealed 
forth the pride of country; the twenty- one guns 
banged forth the strength of war. Thus, white men 
and black, Christian and Moslem, Anglo-Egypt set her 
seal once more, for over, on Khartum. 

Bofore we had time to think such thoughts over to 
ourselves, the Guaixls wore playing tlie Goad March in 
“Saul,” Then the black baud was playing the march 
from Ilaudol’s “ Sciph),” wliich in England generally 
goes with “Tojl for the Brave"; this was in memory 
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ol those loyal men. among the Khedive’s subjects who 
could have saved themselves by treachery, but pre- 
ferred to die with Gordon. Hoxt fell a deeper hush 
than ever, except lor the solemn minnte guns that 
had followed the fierce salute. Four chaplains — 
Catholic, Anglican, Presbyterian, and Methodist — 
came slowly forward and ranged themselves, with 
their backs to the palace, just before the Sirdar. The 
Presbyterian read the Fifteenth Psalm. The Anghcan 
led the rustling whisper of the Lord’s Prayer. Snow- 
haired Father Brindle, best beloved of priests, laid his 
helmet at his feet, and read a memorial prayer bare- 
headed in the sun. Then came forward the pipei’s 
and wailed a dirge, and tho Sudanese played “ Abide 
with me.” Perhaps lips did twitch just a little to sec 
the ebony heathens fervently blowing out Gordon’s 
favourite hymn ; but the mOiSt irresistible incongruity 
would hardly have made us laugh at that moment. 
And there were those who said the cold SMar himself 
could hardly speak or see, as General Hunter and the 
rest stopped out according to their rank and shook his 
hand. What wonder ? He has trodden this road to 
Khartum for fourteen years, and he stood at the goal 
at last. 

Thus with Maxim-Hoidenfeldt and Bible we buried 
Gordon after the manner of his race. The parade 
was over, the troops were dismissed, and for a short 
space we walked in Gordon’s garden. Gordon has 
become a legend with his oountrymeu, and they all 
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but deify liiiu dead who would uever have heard of 
him had lie lived. But in this {jardon you somehow 
came to know Gordon the man, not the myth, and to 
feel near to him. Here was an Englishman doing his 
duty, alone and at tho instant peril of his life ; yet 
still lie loved his garden. The garden was a yet more 
pathotio ruin tliaii the palace. The palace accepted 
its doom mutely ; tho garden strove against it. TJn- 
trimnied, unwatered, tho oranges aud citrons still 
struggled to bear their little, hard, green knobs, as if 
they had been full ripe fruit. The pomegranates put 
out their vermilion star-flowers, but tho fruit was 
small and woody and juiceless. The figs bore better, 
but they, too, wore small and without vigour. Eankly 
overgrown with dhurra, a vine still trailed over a low 
roof its pale loaves and limp tendrils, but yielded 
not a sign of grapes. It was all green, and so far 
vivid and refreshing after Omdurman. But it was 
tho green of nature, not of cultivation: leaves grew 
large and fruit grew small, and dwindled away. Ee- 
luctantly, despairingly, Gordon’s garden was dropping 
back to wilderness. And in the middle of the defeated 
fruit-trees gr'ow rankly the hateful Sodom apple, the 
poisonous herald of desolation. 

The bugle broke in upon us ; we went back to the 
boats. Wo wore quicker steaming back than steaming 
up. Wo wore not a whit less chastened, but every 
man felt lighter. We came with a sigh of shame : wo 
went away yrith a sigh of relief. Tho long-delayed 
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duty was done. The bones of onr countrymen were 
shattered and scattered abroad, and no man knows 
their place ; none the less Gordon had his due burial 
at last. So we steamed away to the roaring camp, 
and left him alone again. Yet not one nor two looked 
back at the mouldering palace and the tangled gar- 
den with a new and a great contentment. We left 
Gordon alone again — but alone in majesty under the 
conquering ensign of his own people. 
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Tm CTiriain cornea down ; the tragedy of the Sudan is 
played out. Sixteen years of toilsome failure, of toil- 
some, slow success, and at the end wo have fought our 
way triumphantly to tho point whore we begun. 

It has coat us much, and it has profited us — how 
little? It would he hard to count the money, im- 
possible to measure the blood. Blood goes by quality 
as well as quantity ; who can tell what future deeds we 
lost when we lost Gordon and Stewart and Earle, 
Burnaby who rode to Khiva, and Owen who rode 
Father O’Elynn? By shot and steel, by sunstroke 
and pestilence, by sheer wear of work, the Sudan has 
eaten up our beat by hundreds. Of the men who 
escaped with their lives, hundreds more will bear the 
mark of its fangs till they die ; hardly one of them but 
will die the sooner for the Sudan. And what have wo 
to show in return ? 

At first you think we have nothing ; then you think 
again, and .sep wo have very much. Wo have gained 
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precious national self-respect. We wished to keep our 
hands dear of the Sudan ; we were drawn unwillingly 
to meddle with it; we blundered when we suffered 
Gordon to go out; we fiddled and failed when we 
tried to bring him back. We were humiliated and 
we were out of pocket ; we had embarked in a foolish 
venture, and it had turned out even worse than any- 
body had foreseen. Now this was surely the very 
point where a nation of shopkeepers should have cut 
its losses and turned to better business elsewhere. If 
we were the sordid counter-jumpers that Frenchmen 
try to think us, wo should have ruled a red line, and 
thought no more of a worthless land, bottomless for 
our gold, thirsty for our blood. We did nothing such. 
We tried to; but our dogged fighting dander would 
not let us. We could not sit down till the defeat was 
redeemed. We gave more money ; we gave the lives 
of men we loved — and we conquered the Sudan again. 
Now we can permit ourselves to think of it in peace. 
The vindication of our self-respect was the great 
treasure we won at Khartum, and it was worth the 
price we paid for it. Most people will hardly per- 
suade themselves there is not something else thrown 
in. The trade of the Sudan ? For now and for many 
years you may leave that out of the account. The 
Sudan is a desert, and a depopulated desert. North- 
ward of Khartum it is a wilderness ; southward it is 
a devastation. It was always a poor country, and it 
always must be. Slaves and ivory were .its wealth in 
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the old time, hut now ivory is all but exterminated, 
and slaves must he sold no more. Gum-arabic and 
ostrich feathers and Dongola dates will hardly buy 
cotton stuffs enough for Lancashire to feel the 
difference. 

From Haifa to above Berber, where rain never falls, 
the Nile only licks the lip of the desert. The father 
of Egypt is the stepfather of the Sudan. With the 
help of water-wheels and water-hoists a few patches 
of corn and fodder can be grown, enough for a dotted 
population on the bank. But hardly anywhere does 
the area of vegetation push out more than a mile 
from the stream; oftener it is a matter of yards. 
Such a country can never be rich. But why not 
irrigate? Simply because every pint of water you 
take out of the Nile for the Sudan means a pint less 
for Egypt. And it so happens that at this very mo- 
ment the new barrages at Assuan and Assiut are 
making the distribution of water to Egypt more 
precise and scientific than ever. Lower Egypt is to 
be enlarged; Upper Egypt is, in part at least, to 
secure permanent irrigation, independent of the Nile 
flood, and therewith two crops a-year. This means 
a more rigid economy of water than ever, and who 
will give a thought to the lean Sudan ? What it can 
dip up in buckets fat Egypt will never miss, and that 
it may take — no more. 

As for the southward lauds, they get rain, to be 
sure, and so far they are cultivable; only there is 
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nobody left to cultivate them. For three years 
now the Egyptian army has been marching past 
broken mud hovels by tlie river - side. Dust has 
blown over their foundations. Dead Sea fruit grows 
rankly within their walls. Sometimes, as in old 
Berber, you como on a dty with streets and shops — 
quite ruined and empty. Here lived the Sudanese 
whom the Khalifa has killed out. And in the more 
fertile parts of the Sudan it is the same. Worse 
still — ^in that the very fertility woke up the cupidity 
of the Baggara, and the owner was driven out, sold 
in the slave-market, shipped up Nile to die of Fashoda 
fever, cut to pieces, crucified, impaled — anything you 
like, 80 long as the Kholvla’s fpllow-tiibosmen got 
his land. In Kordofan, even ol old days, lions in 
bad years would attack villages in bands : to - day 
they openly dispute the mastery of creation with 
men. From Abyssinia to Wadni swelters the miser- 
able Sudan — beggarly, empty, weed-grown, rank with 
blood. 

It will recover, — with time, no doubt, but it will 
recover. Only, meanwhile, it will want some tend- 
ing. There is not likely to be much trouble in the 
way of fighting: in the present weariness of slaughter 
the people will he but too glad to sit down under any 
decent Government. Tliere is no reason — unless it 
bo complications with outside Powers, like France or 
Abyssinia — ^why tho old I^ptian empire should not 
bo reoccupied up to the Albert Nyan/ji and Western 
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Darfur. But if this is done — and done it surely should 
bo — two things must be remembered. First, it must 
be militarily administered for many years to come, 
and that by British raon. Take the native Egyptian 
official even to-day. No words can express his in- 
eptitude, his laziness, his helplessness, his dread of 
responsibility, his maddening red-tape formalism. His 
panacea in every unexpected case is the same. “ It 
must be put in writing ; I must ask for instructions.” 
He is no longer corrupt — at least, no longer so cor- 
rupt as he was — but he would bo if he dared. The 
native officer is better than the civilian official; but 
even with him it is the exception to find a man both 
capable and incorruptible. To put Egyptians, cor- 
rupt, lazy, timid, often rank cowards, to rule the 
Sudan, would be to invite another Mahdi as soon 
as the country had grown up enough to make him 
formidable. 

The Sudan must be ruled by military law strong 
enough to be feared, administered by British officers 
just enough to bo respected. Eor the second point, it 
must not be expected that it will pay until many years 
have passed. The cost of a military administration 
would not be very great, but it must be considered 
money out of pocket. The experience of Dongola, 
whence the army has been drawing large stores of 
dhurra, where the number of water-wheels has multi- 
plied itself enormously in less than a couple of years, 
shows well eiy)ugh that only patience is wanted. The 

X 
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Sudan will improve : it will never be an Egypt, but 
it will pay its way. But, before all things, you must 
give it time to repopulate itself. 

Well, then, if Egypt is not to get good places for 
her people, and is to be out of pocket for administra- 
tion — ^how much does Egypt profit by the fall of Ab- 
dullah! and the reconquest of the Sudan ? Much. 
Inestimably. Eor as the master -gain of England is 
the vindication of her self-respect, so the master-gain 
of Egypt is the assurance of her security. As long as 
dervish raiders loomed on the horizon of her frontier, 
Egypt was only half a State. She lived on a perpetual 
war-footing. Her finances are pinched enough at the 
best; every little economy had to go to the Sirdar. 
Hever was general so jealous — even miserly — of public 
money as the Sirdar; but even so he was spending 
Egypt’s aU. That strain will henceforth bo loosened. 
Egypt will have enough work for five years in the new 
barrages, which are a public work directly translitcr- 
able in pounds and piastres. Egypt will be able to 
give a little attention to her taxes, which are anomal- 
ous ; to her education, which is backward; to her rail- 
ways, which are vile. 

Whether she will be able to reduce her army is 
doubtful. The occupation of the banks of the Blue and 
White Nile, to say nothing of the peaceful reabsorp- 
tion of Kordofan and Darfur, would open up some of 
the finest raw fighting material in the world. Frankly, 
it is very raw indeed — ^the rawest savagery you can 
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well imagine, — but British officers and sergeants have 
made fairly drilled troops, fairly good shots, superb 
marchers and bayonet-fighters out of the same mate- 
rial, and they could do it again. To put the matter 
brutally, having this field for recruiting, we have too 
many enemies in the world to afford to lose it. We 
have made the Egyptian army, and we have saved 
Egypt with it and with our own ; we should now make 
of it an African second to our Indian army, and use it, 
when the time comes, to repay the debt to ourselves. 

We have saved Egypt, and thereby we have paid 
another debt. The Khedive is but half a monarch at 
the best ; while a hostile force sat on his borders to 
destroy him, and every couple of years actually came 
down to do it, he was not more than a quarter. There 
was plenty of sneaking sympathy with Mahdism in 
Egypt — even in Cairo, and not very far from the 
Khedive’s own palace. But for British help the 
sympathisers would long ago, but yet too late, have 
recognised their foolishness in the obliteration of 
Egypt. Egypt alone could by no miracle have saved 
herself from utter destruction by Mahdist invasion. 
We have saved her — and therewith we have paid off 
the purblind, sincere undertakings of Mr Gladstone. 
We undertook to leave Egypt ; we have redeemed the 
promise in an unforeseen manner, but we have re- 
deemed it amply. If we undertook to evacuate the 
old Egypt, we have fathered a new one, saved from 
imminent extinction by our gold and our sword. 
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Without US there would have been no Egypt to-day ; 
what we made we shall keep. 

That is our double gain — the vindication of our 
own honour and the vindication of our right to go 
on making Egypt a country fit to live in. Egypt’s 
gain is her existence to-day. The world’s gain is 
the downfall of the worst tyranny in the world, and 
the acq[uisition of a limited opportunity for open trade. 
The Sudan’s gain is immunity from rape and torture 
and every extreme of misery. 

The poor Sudan 1 The wretched, dry Sudan ! Count 
up all the gains you will, yet what a hideous irony it 
remains, this fight of half a gener.iLion for suolr an 
emptiness. People talk of the Sudan as Llie East ; it 
is not the East. The East has ago and colour; the 
Sudan has no colour and no age— just a monotone of 
squalid barbarism. It is not a country ; it has nothing 
that makes a country. Some brutish institutions it 
has, and some bloodthirsty chivalry. But it is not a 
country: it has neither nationality, nor history, nor 
arts, nor even natural features. Just the Nile — the 
niggard Nile refusing himself to the desert — and for 
the rest there is absolutely nothing to look at in the 
Sudan. Nothing grows green. Only yellow halfa- 
grass to make you stumble, and sapless mimosa to 
tear your eyes; dom-palms that mook with wooden 
fruit, and Sodom apples that lure with flatulent 
poison. Eor beasts it has tarantulas and scorpions 
and serpents, devouring white ants, and every kind 
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of loathsome bug that flies or crawls. Its people are 
naked and dirty, ignorant and besotted. It is a 
quarter of a continent of sheer squalor. Overhead 
the pitiless furnace of the sun, under foot the never- 
easing treadmill of the sand, dust in the throat, tune- 
less singing in the ears, searing flame in the eye, — the 
Sudan is a God-accursed wilderness, an empty limbo 
of torment for ever and ever. 

Surely enough, "When Allah made the Sudan," 
say the Arabs, “ he laughed." You can almost hear 
the fiendish echo of it crackling over the fiery sand. 
And yet — and yet there never was an Englishman 
who had been there, but was ready and eager to go 
again. “Drink of Nile water,” say the same Arabs, 
“ and you will return to drink it again.” Nile water 
is either very brown or very green, according to the 
season ; yet you do go back and drink it again. Per- 
haps to Englishmen — ^lialf-savage still on the pinnacle 
of their civilisation — the very charm of the land lies 
in its empty barbarism. There is space in the Sudan. 
There is the fine, purified desert air, and the long 
stretching gallops over its sand. There are the things 
at the very back of life, and no other to posture in 
front of them, — ^hunger and thirst to assuage, distance 
to win through, pain to bear, life to defend, and death 
to face. You have gone back to the spring water of 
your infancy. You are a savage again — a savage with 
Eosbach water, if there is any left, and a Mauser 
repeating pistol-carbine, if the sand has not jammed 
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it, but still at the last word a savage. You are un- 
prejudiced, simple, free. You are a nalied man, facing 
naked nature. 

I do not believe that any of us who come home 
whole will think, from our easy-ohairs, unkindly of 
the Sudan. 


THE END. 


PBIinM.D BV WILLlill BLAOCWOOD AND SOH9. 





Catalogue 

of 


Messrs Blackwood & Sons 


Publications 



PERIODS OF EUROPEAN LITERATURE: A Complete and 

CoNTienroxm Hiarony ov ihx Sitbjioi. ISdited by FsomaoB BAINXS- 
BURT. In learowuSTo vols,, eacb Es. neti 

I, THJS BARR AGES, Bt Frofessoir W, F, Ekb, 
n. THE FLOURISHING OF ROMANCE AND THE RISE OF 
AIiLBQOBT. ^th ahs 13ib Ozimmias,) By ODOBOB BAINTB- 
BI7BT, M.A., Hon. LL.D,, Abeidfion, Frofosaoi of Bhetorto and 
HnellBli Litoratura In Sdinbnrgb Univecaite. 
in. THE FOURTEENTH CENTURY. By F. J. Sbbii,. 

IV. THE TRANSITION PERIOD. By Prof. G. Grboobt Smuh. 

V. THE EARLIER RENAI^ANCB. ByTHSEcnoB. 

VI. THE LATER BBNAISSANOE. By David HASiTAy. 

VII. THE FIRST HALF OP THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. 
By Prof. H. J, 0. Gniniifion. 

Vin. THE AUGUSTAN AGES. By Ouvbb Emoh. 

IX. TUB MIU-EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. By J. H. MnAAR. 

X. THE ROMANTIC REVOLT. By Prof. 0. E. Vaudhan. 

XI. THE ROMANTIC TRIUMPH. By T. 3. OlIOND. 

XU. THE LATER NINETEINTH CENTURY. By The Ediiob. 


PHILOSOPHICAL CUSSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. 

Edited by WILLIAM KNIGHT, LL.I)., Professor of Moral Phlloaopby 
in the University of St Andrews* JRa^iasus M Sh^ng Tohmea net. 


DiBOAaraBi ■ • < • Prof. Mahaffy. 

. Bev. Xj. OoUina. 
BxBXflnsr, . . Prof. Oampbell Piaaor. 

Pianu, Piol Adamson. 

SUmt, Prof. WnllaoB. 

Hauxcitqk, Pra£ Voltioh. 

HjBODi, . . 4 < TheUastwrofBalllol. 
Lxzbhiii . i . Jobu Theodora Men. 


Vxoo, Prof. mnt. 

Hobbbb, • • * Prof. Oroom BohsTtson. 

HoMB, . Prol. Knight. 

Sfiboxa, Frinolpal Gaird. 

BA.OOM ) part Ij Pnn. Miohol 

Baooh I Part It., > > . . Prof. Nlehol. 
Lookb, . I » • Frol. Oampbell Prasei. 


FOREIGN CUSSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited hy 

Mrs OLtPHANT. Ohiaf Re-isscb. In limp oloth, foap. 8vo, piioe Is. 
eacbnet. 


DiSiXi by Uu Elltor. — VoiiTaihx, 
Isj Smosl Bli E. B, Hamley, K.O.B. 
— Fasqal, to Frlnolpsl Tnllocn. — Fe. 
njLBOHjby Henuy Ben., O.B.— Sonrox, 
by A. BoysraiA <1.0,— ItaLdBi, by .be 
Bdltor and F. Xarrari U,A— Moxtaionx, 
by Bay. W. L. OoUins.— Rasxuis, by Sir 
wsltne BessnA — OuansoH, by B. J. 
Hasdl.— S aixi Bncev, by 0. W. OoUins. 


OxnyAXTXS, by tba Editor. —Ooiunnini 
iSB Baoinb. by Hanry 11. Trollope. — 
Mm. MX j>x BiyianA by Miss I badkeray. 
— La FoxvAiira, axd oxhxx Fbxxoh 
FuuuBTB, by Bar. W. Imoas OolUna, 
M.A. — BaHiniiXB, by Jamea Blma, U,A. 
—TASSO, by B. 3. HasoU.— Bodbbeao, 
by Henry Bray Qiabam. — AnrBxs nx 
Xtnsxi, by 0. F. OUpbant. 


ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited by 

the Rev. W. LUCAS COLLINS, M.A. Ohoap Rb-ibscb. In limp cloth 
foap. 8yo, piloe Is. eaoh net, 


OMImli 4/ At Stria.— H okzbi Iuas, 
thaBdttm.— Hohxb! Odvbbkt, by tba 
Itor.— BXBOiioTna,by B. 0. Smyna.— 
OtOAB, by Anthony xrollapa.— YiBaiii, by 
the Editor. — Hobaox, by Bli Ibeodoia 
Htitta.— ElBaanna, by Blabnp OoplMton. 
— ZaKorsas, by Sir Aux. BranA— Oioxno, 
W tba Editor.— Bornoouis, by 0, W. Ool. 
Has.— F uxt, by Bar. A. Obnrob and V. J. 
Brodiltab.— EaxiraiiB, by W. B. Bonne.— 
iraTiiraXi,byE. Vdftnd.— AnaiornAinai 
by Ura Emtor,— Hxaian uio Isiooms, by 


3. Davies.— Flauiub add Tsminox, by tbs 
Editor. — TAornia, by W. B. Donne.— 
LvoiAX, by the Eutor.— Flaio, by 0. W. 
Oolllni. — Brujxn AmaoiiOOT, ty Lord 
Meavas.— Lm, by the Editor,— Ovin, by 
Bev. A Ohnteb,— Oaidixus, TmuLLna, 
Am FBoraBrina, by J. Davies.— Daws* 
mxMxBi by W. .r. Srodrlbb.— AnisTornB, 
^ Bit Alex. Qiant,— Tbdoydidxs, by the 
Editor.- Luonmus, by W. H. UaUonk.— 
FmDAB, by Bar. F. D. ICoiln. 



OATALOGDB 


ov 

MESSES BLACKWOOD & SON’S 


P UBLICA TIONa. 


AOTA SANOTOBUM EIBEBNI^ ; Es Codioe Salmantioend, 

Nano ptlnmm Integre edlta open Oasoli si BaxsT et Josupbi dx Baoxxs, • 
Boo. Joan, Haglognphoram BoUandlanarnm ; Anotore ot SnmptnB Luglonto 
Joixm PATBiaio MAnoHiom Boieax, In One kandeome ilo Yolnme, bonnd in 
half lozbnrghe, £S, Sa.; In paper oover, Sis. Sd. 

ADAMSON. 

The Development of Modem Philosophy. With other Leo- 
torea a.tid Bflaays. By Robebt Adambok, LL.])., late ProfesBot of Logic In 
tlio tfnivarhltv of Olaagow. Edited by Professor w. R SoblbTi Bniversity of 
OBinbndgd. In S vola. demy 6vo, 18s. net 

The Development of Greek Philosophy. Edited by Professor 

Boiinxy and it, F. IlAiiain, M.A, Uemy 8vo, lOa. Sd. net.) 

AIRMAN. 

Manures and the Principles of Manoi-ing. By C. M. Airman, 

O.Bc,, r,R.kB., Ik., formerly FrofesBDr of OhenilBtii)i, UlaaKuw Vecannary 
Oollexe, and Nxanilnet In Chemistry, UulTemty of Glasgow, te. Bsoond 
Impression. Onimi Svo, S>. Sd. 

Farmyard Manure : Its Nature, Composition, and Treatment, 

Orown Svo, Is. Sd. 

ALISON. 

History of Europe. By Sir Abohibaui Auson, Bart., D.O.L. 

m m Ai_ . n A- -M j-1- _ x_ 




ths Battle of Waterloo. 

LinnABT XnmoN, 14 toIb., with Fortralta. Demy Sto, filO, 10a. 
AxamKR Bniriov, in 90 vols. crown Sro, £t. 

Fxornx'a XoraioH. 18 toIb. crown Sto, fiS, lla. 

2, Continuation to the Accession of Louis Napoleon. 

Libbabt BditioKi 8 vola. S?o, £0. 78. 6d. 

PiOPLB'B BDlT10V^70lBt CTOWn STO B4 b. 

Epitome of Alison’s History of Europe. Thirtieth Thou- 

sand, 7s. Sd, 

Atlas to Alison’s History of Europe. By A. Keith Johnston. 

Libbabt Bditioki demy 4to, £8, 8 b. 

Fboplb'b SomoMi 81 b. 6d. 

ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited 

by Bst. W. Lvoas CoLuira, U.A. Fries Is. each not. Phr XMt tf VdU. leap. 9. 

ABiMYTAQE. Maids of Honour. By A. J. Guben-Abuytagb. 

Clown Svo, lOs. Od. ncl. 

ATKINSON. Local Government in Scotland. By Mabbl 

Amrasox, U.A, In 1 vol, demy Sto, Ss, net. 


4 


William Blackwood & Sons, 


AYTOHN. 

Lays of the Soottish OavaJiors, and othet Poems, By W, 

UDHOKSBTOUNE Attoun, D.O.L.i FrofsBRfii of Bhetorlc and Bollos-LottirdB In tha 
Uzilvenity of mdlntanrgh. Now Edition. Voap. Bvo» fta. dd. 
niniA7 BltlTIDN iB. Olotli. la. Kd. 

An ninstrated Edition of the Lays of the Scottish Oayaliers 

Fxnin dealpfna tay Sir Nobl Faton. Ohoaper Bdltlon. Gmail 4tOi 10 b. 6d. 

BADEN -POWELL. Ballooning as a Sport. By Major B. 

Badcn-Fowlll. With lUnsbratlouH. Grown Svn, Ba, 6d. sot. 

BABiBODB. Thoughts from the Writings of B» W. Babbotib. 

Pott 6vo, Ump loathar, 9s. 6d. not 

BARBOUE. A History of Waiiam Paterson and the Darien 

Oonipany. With Tllastratlons anil Appondlcee. By Jauds Sauubl Baobodb. 
Crown Svo, Oa. not. 

“BARFLEUR” Naval Polioy. A Plea for the Study of War. 

By "Bardeur." Dciuy Byo, 78. dd. netb 

BARBINQTON. 

The King’s Fool. By Michabi. Babbinotoit. Crown Svo, 6s. 
The Reminiacenoes of Sir Barrington Beanmont, Bart. 

A Novel. Oroira Svo, Cb. 

BARTLETT. 

The Siege and Capitulation of Port Arthur. By E. 

AensiEAS Baiitutt, Deiny Svo, Sis. noA 

BELLESHEIM. History of the Catholic Church of Scotland. 

IPioia tbo Inteodnotvon of Ohiifltianity to tha PraBant Day. By Alvsohb Bbl* 
LWBBiKi D.D., Canon ot Aix>la-OhBpaUa. TranaUtod, with Notea and Addlidonai 
by D. Oswald Hvirtxr Blaibi O.S.B.y Idonlr of Port Angnatraa. Oboap Bditlon* 
Complete in 4 vola. demy 8vo« with Haps. Piloe Sla. net> 

BLACK The Scots Churches in England. By Kbnnbtii 

llAcitBoo Buok. Orown Svo, Cs, asA 

BLACKBURN. 

A Burgher Quixote, By DouaiAS BiiAOKBimN. Author of 
' Ftinuoo of PilsBloosdorii.' aeoonil Improssloi, With Fronclspioga Oioivn 
Syo, 68. 

Richard Hartley : Prospector. Crown Svo, 68. 

BLACKWOOD. 

Annals of a Puhlishing House. William Blackwood and his 

Bona; Thoix l&gaxlno andPrlenda. By Mia OLiFSAsn. With Ponz Portraita. 
Third Bdltton. Daiay Svo. Yola. I. and II> £9« 28. 

Annals of a Publishing House. Vol. HI. John Blackwood. 

By bis Danghter Mra Blaokwood Fobtbr. With 8 Portraita andVlew of Strath* 
tyrmn* Demy 870, Sla. 

Blackwood’s Magazine, from Commencement in 1817 to 

Decemlnr 1007. Nos. 1 to 1108, (oiibIss IS2 Tolamos. 

Tales from Blackwood. First Series. Price One Slulling each 

In Paper Govbi. Bold Bepaxatelv at all Hallway Boohatalla. 

They may also ba had bouno in 18 T 0 IB 21 doth, 18 b. Half calf, riohly 80 b. 

Qr we 19 vftla. in fl. roThnrvbe. 91a. Kali red mnrooco, SSa. 

Teles from Blackwood. Second Series. Complete in Twenty- 
tool BhlUlsg Paila, Hwdiomelv bound In IS vola., idatb,M. in leotlier took, 
toxbnighi ibyle, B7a. Sd, Half calf, glib, 5Ss. Bd. Haltmoioagoi BBa. 




William Blackwood & Sons. 


5 


BLACKWOOD. 

Tales from Blackwood. Third Series. Complete in Twelve 

SliilUng PartiB. Handflomaly bound la 8 vola., elotb, 16a.; and in 12 toIb. olotbi 
18 b. Thd 8 TOla. In roxbnrgho 91a. Half oalii S6a, Half moroQOo, 28 b. 

Travel, Adventare, and Sport. From ‘ Blackwood’s Magazine. 

Unlfoim with ' ITbIbb trou Blnokwood.' In Vwolva Parts, eBOh price la. Hand- 
somely bound In d toIb., olotb, ISa. And In half calf, 96a. 

JS'g’w Educational Series. See Bepamte Educatimal Catalogue. 
New Uniform Series of Novels (Copyright). 

Ovown 8 to, cloth. Prloa 8s. 8d. each, ready i— 

WiminHOUCii. By P. G. Hamerton. Habuornb. By F. G. Hametton. 

Tax BTOsr or JUBOstiiai. By B. Stornr Hbata. By S. B. Qorard. 

Meldmm. Baooab ut Nbio£I£oub. By the Same. 

UiSB HABJOBiBiJnui. By Ura OUphant. Tbb Watbsb or HnsocLna. By the Same. 
Tbb Pxkfbxual OuuAxa, and Tbb fliocon Pair to 8zb. By L» W. 11. Lockhut. 

By the Same. Mine la Thine. By the Same. 

Balzu OfiAPSL, and Tn Booion'a Fauilt. Bodblss and Quits. By the Same. 

By the Sams. Altiora. Pbto. By Lanronco OUphant* 

A SBNsmvn Plant. By B. B. Gerard. Pcooadillt. By the Same. Wlthlllnatia- 
Lady Lm'b Wioowhood. By General Six tlona. 

n. B. Hamley. Lady Baby. By B. Gerard. 

KiTix Stewabt!, and other Storlos. ByMn Tbb Bt.A 0 K 8 MiTn or Von. ByPanlOnahlng. 

Ollphant. My Tbiyial Litb and MnroBTum. By A 

Valbntinx AMD BI8 Bbothbr. fiv the Same. Plain Woman. 

Bomb and Bauoiitirs. By the Bamo. Poor NaiAia. By the Same. 


Standard Novels. Uniform in size and binding, Each 

Qomplata In one Volume. 

FXClSIff jSMlSIMSf JUastrsted BoArda. Bosnd Id CUotb/ Jta, 0d. 

Ton OniNOLR'B Loa. By Hlchael Boott. Pw Owrn. By Dean Hook. 

Thb Obuisz or ran Mmas. By the Ssjoe. Ann>f Blajr. Hy J. G. Lockhart. 

Otrxl Thornton. By Oapteln Hamilton. Lady Lu'a Widottbood. By General Sir B» 
ABMAie or TBS P<iRnB. By John Galt. B. Hamley. 

Thn Fbovost^o By the Same. Balku Ohapxl. By Un Ollphant. 

Bib Amdrbw WTLin. By the Same. Tbs Fbbpstual Ounam By the Same. 

Thx Entail. By the Same. Hias Marjoribambb. ^ bbe Sams. 

Mxas Molly. By Beatrice May Butt. John l A Loyo Story. IBy the Same. 

Broxnald Dalton. By J. G, Lockhart. 


SSJLlIIfQ SSSZESt lllustiatod Oover. Bound In Cloth, Is. fld. 

Thb Bsotor, and Tn Doaron'e Family. Sjr Frisilb Pumpkin, Niohtb at Mdsb, 
By Mia Ollphant. Ac. 

Tax Lzri or Mansis Wauob. By D. M. Tax Busaltbbn. 

Mote Lira in thx Far West. By G. F. Buxton. 

PsNiNBULAB SOENXB AMO 8 kstqhx 8. By Yaleriub I A Boxuan Story. By J, G. 
F. Hardman. Lockhart. 

BON OAULTIEE^S BOOK OF BALLADS. A new Edifdou, 

Trlth Autobiographical Introduction by Sir Thbodoro Martin, E.O.B. With 
lUuBtratlQUB by Doyle, Leech, and OrowquiU. BmaU quarto, Cs. net 

BOWHILL. Questiona and Anawera in the Theory and Practice 

of MUllmy Topcranpliy. Bi Mujor J. H. Bdwhili.. Orown 8vo, la, Cd. neb. 
portfolio oantamuig 34 noiktog pliDS acd dlagramo, 89, Od. nob. 

BEEADALBANE. Tlie High Tops of Black Mount. By The 

MAnnnioKEBS or BnnADALBAKa. Becoiiil Impicsalon. ^VlUi IllUBlrnblons 
fL'om PhotogFapha by Oliv. Mackenzie. Sliorb <lcmy. Os. nob. 
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William Blackwood Ilf Sons, 


OLIFrOKD. 

Sally : A Study ; and other Tales of the Outskirts. By Httoh 

OuiTORD, O.M.0. Grown dV 0 | 6Bt 

Bush - Whacking, and other Sketohea Second Impression. 

Grown 8voj Os. 

CLODD. Thomas Henry Huxley. “ Modem English Writers." 

By Bdwasd Clocd. Grown 8vO| Sa. 6d. 

CLOTJSTON. 

The Lunatic at Large. By J. Storeb CLousioiir. Fourth 

Impiesaion. Grown 87 O} Os. Oscap BditxoNi royal Bto, pnpor covor, Sd. 

Count Bunker; Being a Sequel to ‘The Lunatic at Large.’ 

Grown 8vo, 06. Gblap Eoztzoh, ro]^ 6vo> ];>apera covors, 6d. 

The Adventures of M. D’Harioot. Second Impression. Grown 

STOf 66. OuRAp SoKiioiT, loyol Bpo, paper cdtgt, 6d. 

Our Lady’s Inn, Grown 8vo, 6s. 

Qarmiacath. Crown 8vo, 0s. 

CONNELL. The Young Days of Admiral Qulliam. By 

F. Nquritts OoNercLL. Grown 8vo, 66. 

CONRAD. 

Lord Jim. A Tale. By Joseph Conrad, Author of ‘The 

l^iggoT q 1 the Kardasna/ *An Ootcaali of iAe InlandBi* ^ Tales of Unrealv' bo. 
Second Impi qbbiod. Oiown 8 V 0 | oa. 

Youth : A Narrative ; and Two other Stories. Second Im- 
pTBBBlon. Grown 6vO) 08. 

OOOPEE. Liturgy of 1637, commonly called Laud’s Liturgy. 

Edited dy the Rev. PiofoesoE Ooopeb, D.D., ulaegotr. Oiovn Svo, Ts. td. net. 

COBNPOED. R L. Stevenson. “Modem English Writers.” 

By h. Oera OoBinroiui. Second Edition, Orown 870 , Se. 6d, 

COUNTY HISTORIES OF SCOTLAND. In demy 8vo vol- 

TiiiuB of aboat 060 pp. eaOh. 'With IdapB. Fnoa 78. Od. net. 

Fife and BUnross. By .JIneas J. O. Maokat, LL.D., Sheriff 

Gt ^eae Ooantiea. 

Dumfries and Galloway. By Sir Herbert Maxwell, Bart., 

U.F. Beoond Bdlhon. 

Morc^ and Nairn. By Charles Eahhni, LL.D., Sheriff 
of sure&lQa and Galloway. 

InvemeHS. By J. Cambieow Lees, D.D. 

Roxburgh, S^irk, and Peebles. By Sir GBOBaB Dotolab, 

Aberdeen and Banff. By Willuji Watt, Editor of Aberdeen 

' Dally ^e Froaa,' 

Perth and Clackmannan. By John OmSHOiiM, M.A., Advocate. 

[in liepna, 

OEAIK. A Century of Scottish History. From the Dsws before 

the '46 to those within living Homoev. By Bli Henst Obaie, K.O.B.I H.A. 
(Ozon.h Hon. LLD. (Glasgow). S vois. demy 8ro, 806. net. 


William Blackwood & Sons, 
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CRAWFORD. Sttraoinesoa, By P. Makioh Orawitobd, Author 
ot 'Mx Isaaas,' &Q.| 4(0. Orowu BtOi Ba. 0d. Also at Od. 

CROSS. 

Impressions of Dante and of the New World. By J. W. Onoss. 

PoBt 8vo, 6s. 

The Bake’s Progress in Finance. Crown 8vo, 2s. net. 
OUMMINO. 

Memories. By C. F. Gobdojt CmaMiNa. Demy Sra lUus- 

tratad, 20s net. 

At Home in Fiji. Post 8vo. Illustrated. Cheap Editiom 6s. 
A Lady's Cruise in a French Mon-of-War. Post 8vo. Illus- 

trateo. Cheap Edition. Sa. 

Fire-Fountains. 2 yoIs. post Sto. Illnatrated, 26s. 

Granite Crags. Post Svo. Illustrated. Cheap Edition. 6s. 
Wanderings in China. Small post Sro. Cheap Edition. 6s. 

DAVIS. “When Half-Gods Go.” By Jesbi® Ainswoeth Davis. 

Second IinprcBBlon. Grown 8vo, <3a. 

DE HAVEN. The Scarlet Cloak. By Apdew de Haven. 

Grown 8vo, Os. 

DESCABTES. The Method, Meditations, and Principles of 

]Plitlo 80 })hy of DoscarteB. TransUtod from t })0 oWgliinl Ermch ODd Latin. 
With a now Introduotorv Essay, nisiorical nnd Crifipal. on iho CBiiobmii niil> 
osopliy. By FrofosBor VeiTUH, I/I#.3), PourtccjiUi Edition. Crown Syo, Ob. 6d. 

DIVER, Captain Desmond, Y.G. By M. Divbe. Third Im- 

pi'OBBlOD. Grown 8vo, Os. 

DODDS AND MACPHEESON. The Licensing Acts (Scotland) 

OonsoUdatlon and Amondmont Aot, 1908. Annotated by Kr J . M. Bodm, G* D. , 
of the Scottish Oflioo ; Joiiit.Edltar of the ' Parish Oonnoil Guide for Scotland, 
and Hr ^Air MAOPBSsaon, Advocate, Legal Secretary to the Lord Advocate. 
In 1 voi. Grown Bvo, Os. nei 

DOUGLAS. 

The Ethics of John Stuart Mill. By ChariiBB DouonAB, 

H»A., D.8o., late Lecbarer In Uonl Fbiloso^, and ABslstant to the Pro* 
ftesor of Uorol PhlioBoplxy in the Gnlvarsity of xBainborgb. Post 8vo, 6s. net. 

John Stuart Mill : A Study of his Philosophy. Crown 8vd, 

6d. net. 

DUFF. An Exposition of Browning's ‘SordeUo.’ With Histori- 

cal and of^or Notea. By David Dn?v,B.D. Demy 8vo, 10b. Cd* net. 


EOCOTT. 

Fortune’s Castaway. By W. J. Eooott. Crown Bvo, Os. 

His Indolence of Arras. Crown 8yo, 6s. Cheap Edition, 

royal 8vo, paper cover, 6d, 

Hearth of Hutton. Crown 8vo, 68. 
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Wilham Blackwood & Sons. 


ELIOT. 

The New Popular Edition of George Eliot’s Works, -with 

Fliotogravure iTiontlspieea to ench Volume, from Bmuiugs 1)y William 
Hatberell, R.!., BStlgar Buud?, Byam Bbaw, R.I., A. A. Van Anrooy, 
Maurioe GroUDanlmgeD, Qlaude A Bliopnerson, R.!., IS. J. Stillivan, and Max 
Oowpor. JHacli Woik complete in Otio volmno. Hondaomoly bouudj gilt top. 
88. Od. net. Ton Yolumas in alL 

Adau Beds. Silas Matinsr; Baotelr Jacoh; Tec 

SocKBB OE Clbuioal Lira. Luted Veil. 

Thb Hill or ihe Floss. Bouola. 

Fblix Hult, tbb Badioal. Daniel Dbronda. 

Hisdlbuabob. The Spanish Qypsy ; Jubal. 

Bssays ; Tecofbaabtub Sues. 

George Eliot's Life. With Portrait and other IllastratlonB. 

Hev Sdltlon, In one Tolnnie. Orofra 8ro, 7s. 0d. 

Life and Works of Gteorge Eliot (Warwick Edition). 14 vol- 

nmoe, oloth, limp, giU top, 2a. net per volume \ leather, limp) gill top, Ss. Od, net 
par Toloiue ; leather gilt top, with hook*mar]cor, 8a. nob per volume. 

Adam Beds. 820 pp< Middlbmarob. 2 vols. toe and 880 ppi 

Tub Mill on tub Floss. B 28 pp. Daniel Dlronda^ 2 toIb. 616 and 

Fbux Holt, the Badioal. 71 B pp. S8S pp. 

RouoxiA. 800 pp. Tns Bpanibb Gypsy \ Jpbal 

SoiMBs 07 Olbbioal Litb. 624 pp. Bssays ; Iueophbabtdb Buga 

Silas Mabnba; BnoaTiini Jacobs The Live. 2 yoIb., 626 and 680 pp. 

LiniD Veil. 660 pp. 

Works of George Eliot (Standard Edition), SI yolnmes, 
(sovn 870. In backcam olotib, gilt top, St. Sd. por TOl.l or la toxbnrgbo 
tending, 68. 6d. per vol. 

ApAM Bna. 2 Yol8.’~-lBi Mxll ok tbb Flobb. 9 vols.— Fblix Bolt, shk 
Badical. S volB.*>-Boaioi.A. 2 vola,''fioENBB 07 Olvrioal Lon. S vols.— 
MlBDLBICABOB. 6 V 01 B.^DaNIBL DSAONDA. 8 YOlS.— SiLAS llLUttIBa. 1 TOU 
— JOBAL. 1 Y 01 .-<TbS BpaNUH &YP8 T. 1 VOl.— DBSATB. 1 ▼OI.—THXOPHBAB* 
TUB SVOB. 1 vol. 

Life and Works of George Eliot (Cabinet Edition). 34 

vOlaiaw orow n fivo, price £6. Also to he bad handsoinDly bound in half and fall 
calf. The Toiames are sold sepmtely, bound In oloth, price 68. saoh. 

Noyels by George Eliot. Popular Copyright Edition. In new 

uniform binding, piles Ss. 6d. 8a<di. 

Adam 3ao& Silas Hanncr; Ins Li7rBD 7 bil; 

Tub Mill os thb Flosb. Bbdthsn Jacob. 

Boxms 07 Olerioal Dive. Middlsuabob. 

Bomola. Daniel Dbronda. 

Felix Bolt, tbs Radical, 

Essays. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 b. 

Impressions of Theophrastns Snob. New Edition. Crown 

870, da 

The Spanish Gypsy. New Edition. Crown Byo, 6b, 

The Legend of Jnhal, and other Poems, Old and New. 

New ndtUou. Otown Bvo, Ss. 

Silas Marner. New Edition, with Elustrations by Beginald 

Blroh. Crown 8yo, le. 6d. net. Cheap Rdildon, 28. 6d. Cheap Bdition, 
royal 8vo, paper cover, price 6d. 

Scenes of Clerical Life, Focket Edition, 3 vols. pott 8vo, 

lB« net each ; iMund in luather, le. fid. net each. Cheap Bdlrion, 8 b. DIub- 
txated Bdttun, with 20 IHustratlons by E. R. MlUat, crown 8vo, 2s . ; paper 
covers, Is, Ohonp Bdttlon, royal hvo. In paper cover, price 6d. 

Eelix Holt. Cheap Edition, Royal 8vo, in paper oover, 6d. 
Adam Bede. Foofcet Edition. In 1 vol. pott'8vo, la. net ; 

bonnd la leather, In 8 tdIb.. 41 . 6i, net. Oheap Sdltlon, rural 870, la 
paper cmet, price 6ct, How Xdltdga, orevn 870, paper mer, la.; oiovn Std, 
vlth lUTuinilans, cloth, Sc. 




William Blackwood & Softs, 


ELIOT. 

The Mill on the Floss. Pocket Edition, in 1 vol. pott 6yo, 

iB. net, Ihnp loftthor, 4s. 0d. sat. Oliaap Bditlon« ro^al 8vO} In papor ooTOir, 
prloo Od. New Bdltlon, paper covers, Is. ; oloth, 28. 

Eomola. Cheap Edition. Iloyal 8vo, in paper cover, moe 6d. 
Silas Mamer; Brother Jacob; Lifted Veil. Pocket Edition. 

Pott 8vo, olotli, la. net ; limp laatliar, Sa. 8d, net. 

Wise, Witty, and Tender Sayings, In Prose and Verse. Selected 

teota the wotIeb of Gsorok Buot. New Bdltlon. Voap. 8V0 | 8b. 0d> 

ELLIS. 

Barbara Winslow, Eebel. By Bstb ElpiB. Crown 8vo, 6s.’ 
Madame, Will You Walk ? Grown Svo, 6s. 

Blind Mouths. Crown Svo, 6s. 

The Moon of Bath. Crown Svo, Ss. 

ELTON. The Augustan Ages. “ Periods, of European Litera- 

tnue." By OLivsn Bltoki mTa., Frofeaaor of JBcgllah Lltaxatture, UnlvoiBity 
Oollega, Liverpool. Orovm Svo, 6a. not. 

EVEEARD. Hiato^ of the Boyal and Ancient Golf Club, Bt 

Andrews. By H. 8. C. Sv&iiARt). VlUi Bight Oolourod Portrnlta, and many 
other Unlino Illnatratlona. Crown 4to, 21a. net. 

EAHIE. A Hiatory of Wireless Telegri^hy. Including some 

Bare-wtra Prajiflaata for Subaimeoiia Tfilegrapha. By J. J. PABn, Mammp of tho 
Inatltniion or Blootrloal Bn^oera. London, and of the Soclttt Internationale 
doa Blectrloiaua, Paria; Author of 'A Hiatoiy of Blootxio Tnlography to tho 
Year 1887,' &o. With Illnetratlons. 'Third Bdltlon, Bovlaed. Grown Svo, Ss. 

PERGHJSSON. Scots Poems. By Robbm Fbegusbok- With 
Photogiavore Foxtuait. Pott Svo, gUt top, hound In olotb, la. net; leather, 
1 a 8d« set. 

FEEBIEB. Philosophical Remains. Crown Svo, 143. 

FLINT. 

Philosophy as Scientia Soientiarum. A BKstory of Classifioa- 

tlona Of the Solenoea. By Bojiert Pniirr, B.Z)., LL.P., Ooneapondlag Idembar 
of tho Inatiltute of Pranco, Hon. Uembor of the Boyal dodety ot Falenno, Pro 
fosaor tn the Bntveraity of Bdfnbnrgh, 6o. 12b. Od. net. 

Studies on Theological, BibUc^, and other Subjects, la. 6d. net. 
Historical Philosophy in France and French Belgium and 

Birttaerlend. tvo, 2le. 

Agnosticism. Demy Svo, 78. 6d. net. 

iDieism. Being the Baird Leocnre tor 1876. Tenth Edition, 

Bevlaed. Grown 8 to, 7a, Od. 

Anti-Theistic Theories. Being the Baird Lecture for 1877. 

Fifth Bdltlon. Crown Svo, lOe. dd. 

Sermons and Addresses. Demy Svo, 7s. 6d 
FOREIGN CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited 

by Hts 0ia7H.Hi. Fclg. la. saoli set. fcr Utt o! Volimu, iM pagt 1. 

FORREST. 

History of 'the Indian Mutiny. By G. W. Foebbbt, O.I.E. 

Xx-Olnctor of Becor^OOTommcnt of India. 9 toIs. ae my 8 t o. 38,. net. 

Sepoy Generals : 'Wellington to Boberin. With Portraits. 

Otova 8TO, ta 
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Wilham Blackwood <5* Sons. 


lOBSTEE. 

"Whei’e Angels Bear to Tread. By E. M. Foestiik. Crown 

8vo^ 6i 

The Longest Journey. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

EOTJLIS. 

Erohie : My Droll Friend. By Hnan Foulis. Paper 

COTQTS, ed j cloiili, Is Qd. net. 

The Vital Spark. Illustrated. Is. net. 

FEANKLICT. My Brilliant Career. By Mmts FjiANKEnr, 

FomUi Impiesaioii. Oiovm Bvo, Oa. 

FBA8EE. 

Philosophy of Theism. Being the GliSord Lectures deliyered 

befoia the Unworeity of Bdlnbnigh in 1894>06 By AcaCXAKnnB OaupbihiIi 
^ Fraser, 1).0.L. Oxford! Bmoiitus Ptofossor of Logic and Metaphyalos la 
the UnlvorsHiV of Bdinbargb Seonad Sdltlon, Borlsed. Post fivo, Oa. 6d. aoti 
Biographia Fhilosophica. In 1 toL demy 8vo, 6s. net. 

RASETb. Tho Miirohos of nindustan : The Record of a J ourney 

in IhiUot, Tnna-Uimnlayaii InSia, Ohiiiiiae Tiuluslan, Eunaian Turkestan, and 
Pot^ia iiy David iaAsLa WLih. Illut^ationaj dad Slcatcliaa. Damy 
Svo, £1, Is not. 

FRENCH COOKERY FOR ENGLISH HOMES. Third Ln- 

pieasion. down svc, limp clotn, Zs. dd. Also In limp leatbu, ts. 

FULTON. The Sovereignty of tlia Sea. An Historical Account 

of tho Oldiuis to tUe cvTiimve Domlniim of tlio Bnbsli Seas and ot tlie Evolu- 
tion of tho TeinLoual Wators, vitli special rcfoiouco to tho Eigbta of Filing. 
By T 'WruYha Fuiion, l&C.B , F It S.3S. With numeiouB lllnBUiaioni and hl&ps. 
Demy Svo [In the 


GALLOWAY. Studies in the Philosophy of Religion. By 

Geobog Galioway, B FhiL, B P. Pomy 6vo, Ts. 6d. sat. 

GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND. 
Scottish Hymnal, With Appendix Incorporated. Published 

for OSS In Ohorobes by Authority of tbs Gsnsrsl lEBombly. 1. L&rgs type, 
doth, red edges, 9s. dd } French moroooo, 46. 8 BonrgaolB iyp^ limp oloth, Is., 
French morocco, 9 b. B« Bonpnr^type, olotb, red edseBi Od.; Fienob mf^ooco, 
la. 4d. 4. Fapor covers, 3d. 6. Bondny School Ealtlon,^pDr oovera, Id., 
olotb, Sd. No. 1, bound intb tbs Psalms and Farapbrasea. Fieneb moroooo, 8S. 
He. 9, bound viith the Paalmo and FazapluaaeB, olotu, Sa.j French moroooo, 6a. 

Prwets for Social and Family Worship. Prepared by a 

fecial OommliiliQe of tbe General Assemuy of the Obniob of Bobtland Bnurely 
l!»w Bdltlon, Bovlefld and Enlarged. Foao. 8vo, red edges, Is 6d. net. 

Friers for Family Worship. A Selection of Four Weeks' 

mywi. Hm BSlUos. AntkatUed V 17 tl» Goienl Aesmably a< the Ohonsh ot 
Scotland. Foap. 8vo, ted edges Is. net. 

One Hundred Prayers. Prepared by the Committee on Aids 

to Devotion. Iftmo, moth limp, Sd. 

by ^^cmimtdiQQOu'AlSi to Devotion. la, par IQO. ^ 

Frftyera £or Soldiera and Sailors. Prepared by the Ooxnmittee 

on Aids to Devotion Thirtieth Thousand lOmo, dloth llmpr Sd. net. 

Prayers for Baalors and Piaher-Polk. Prepared and Published 

hy Inatruotion ol tbs Qonsnl Assembly of tbe Ohuioh of Scotlanl Fcap. Bvo, la. 
neb. 




William Blackwood & Sons. 
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aSBABD. 

Beata; What's In a Name. By £. D. Qbrabd. Cheap 

adltloii. Grown 8 v 0 i 8fl. (id. 

Beggar my Neighbnnr. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, Se. 6d. 
The Waters of Hercules. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3a 6d. 
A Sensitive Plant. Crown 8vo, 3a 6d. 

GEBABD. 

Honour’s Glassy Bubble. By E. Gerard. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Foreigner. An Anglo-German Study. Crown 8vo, 63. 
GEBABD. 

One Tear. By Dorothea Gerard (Madame Longard de 

Loiiggtid«). Otowa 8vo, 6a. 

The Impedimenl Crown 8vo, 6& 

A Spotless Reputation. Third Edition. Grown 8vo, 6a. 

The Wrong Man. Seeond Edition. Crown 8vo, 6a, 

Ladv Baby Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 b. 6d. Cheap 

Sditloa, royvl 8vo, paper oovor, dd. 

Beoha. Crown 8vo, 6a. 

A Forgotten Sin. Grown 8vo, 6s. 

GIBBON. 

Souls in Bondage. By Pbeoetad Gibbon. Crown 8vo, Cs. 

Oheap TSditiim, royal 6vo, paper eoveri Od. 

Tho Vrouw Grobelaart Leading Cases. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

GILL. The CHClj- Problem. By Biohard Gidi., 2 vols. crown 

Sro, 98. nob enoli. 

QILLANDERS. Forest Entomology. By A. T. GiLLAirDiais, 

F.'B.Sb TVlt^ llluBirRUoDa. CrowmSvo. [/nihepreu. 

GILLESPIE. The Humour of Scottish Life. By Very Rev. John 

GTLioEsris, LL.D. Orowa dvo, 38. Od. no(r. 

GLASGOW BALLAD CLUB. Ballods and Poems. By Mbm- 

BRRS OF Tns Ola&oovf B.vUiATi Olps. OfowD Bvo., 7 b. Od. net. 

GLEIG. Tho Subaltern, By Rev. G. R- Gleig. Foap. 8vO) 

Ig, net. 

GRAHAM. 

Manual of the Elections (Scot.) (Corrupt and Illegal Fraotices) 

Act), 1800. With AnalTBls, Relative Aot of 8sdarunt» Appendix containing the 
Oormpt Fmetloea Aen of 186S and 1885, and Ooploos index. 7. SowjLBn 
dnAHAVi Advocate. Svoi 4b. Qd. 

A Manual of the Acts relating to Education in Scotland* 

(Fonnded on that of the l&to Idr Oralg BelUr.) Demy 8vo, ISa. 

GRAHAM AND PATERSON. True Romances of Scotland. By 

}i). Maxtovb Qbasak and jP. Fatssbon, ZlluBtrations. drown 8vo, 5s« not 

GRAND. 

A Domestic Experiment. By Sarah Grand, Author of 

’Tha Hsovenly Twine,' 'Ideal*! A Shody ftxim Life.' drown 8vo, Oe. 

Singularly Deluded. Crown Svo, 6«. 

GREER. . 

In Furthest Ind. The Narrative of Mr-EpwARD Cardvon of 

EiiBvether, In tho Oonntv of NorthBTnpton, and Ute ot the HonouiAhle Boat India 
Oompeny'a Sorvlce, Oontleman. Wroto by nle own hand in the year of gnoo 1607. 
Bdltedi with i. lew Explanatory llotea. Sy Sydnst G. GaisB. Post 6 vQi 08. 
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William Blackwood & Sons. 


GBIEB. 

HiB Excellency’s EuKlish GoTemess. Third Impression. Or 

SVO SB. 

An Uncrowned King : A Biomnnce of High Politics. Third 

ImpioBslon. Otown Sra. (b. 

Peace with Honour. Third Impression. Grown 8vo, 6 b. 

A Crowned Queen: The Eomance of a Minister of State. 

Tbird ImpiesBlos. Oroim Bvo, da. 

like Another Helen. Second Impression Crown Bvo, 6s. 

The Kings of the East; A Romance of the near Future. 

Seaond Impraaglon. Drawn Sro. ds. 

The Warden of the Marches. Third Impression. Crown 

Sro, Os. Cheap EdlUon, papei oovar, dd. 

The Prince of the Captivity. Second Impression. Crown 

Bvo, ds. 

The Advanced-Guard. Third Impression. Crown 8vo, 6a. 

The Great Proconsul: The Memoirs of Mrs Hester Ward, 

formerly fo the (kmily of 41ie Eon. Wairen Hastings, Bsguiro, lafie CtoveiQOr* 
Goneral of IndltL Oiown 8vo, 68. 

The Heir. Crown 8vo, 6a. 

The Power of the Kays. With Illustrations by A Pjsabcb. 
Third ImpLaaaion. Giowti 8vq, Oh. 

The Letters of Warren Eastings to his Wife. Demy 8vo, 

Os. nat. 

GBIEESON. The First Half of the Seventeenth Century. 

fPeiiodB of Baropoan Liteiatnie.) By ProlOBSOi H. J. 0. Ohihrsov. Oiown 
870, 68. net. 

QBIFFm. 

Lady Sarah’s Deed of Gift. By E. Aceituna Gkifun. Crown 

670, 6b. 

A Servant of the King. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

GROOT. 

Jan Van Dyck. By J. Moeoas-de-Groot. Crown 8vo, fls. 
lie Bar Sinister. Crown Svo, 6s. 

A Lotus Flower. Crown Svo, 68. 

HAMLET. 

The Operations of War Explained and lUuatrated. By 

Genoiai ^ Odwakd BRUcm Ha 3(LST( E.0 B., E.O.M.O. Second Bdltion of 
Fifth BdlUon. 'With Haps and Flans. Ito, 80s Also In 8 parts: Fart I.| 
108. 6d. ; Fart II., Sis. 

A New Edition, brought up to the latest requirements. By 

Ooloud Ik E. KiaQnu;i. ato, with Haps and Flans, 808. 

Thomas Carlyle; An Essay. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 
B..«d. 

On Outposts. Second Edition 8vo, 2s. 

Lady l^’s Widowhood. Eew Edition. Crown Bvo, 28. 

Our Poor Relations. A Philosoio Essay. With lUustratiouSi 

oldefly by Btnest GitBat. OiDwn Stoi cloth gilt, 8a. 6d. 

ELANNAYt The Later Renaissance. "Periods of European 

IdSintnn," By Dathi Euttur. Drawn Bvo, Ss. net. 
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lunstrated Edition* drown flvo, to. fid. 

The Fowler. lUastrated Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. Cheap 
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In Varying Moods: Short Stories. Illustrated Edition. 

Ocovn Sto, Sg. 8d. 

Untold Tales of the Fast, With 40 Illustrations by H. B. Millar. 

Sqnaio oiuwn Sva, gtU top, (a. not. 

Eatharine Frenshatn. Crown 8vo, 68. Cheap Edition, 
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HARRIS. 

The Disappearance of Dick. By WAiiiai B. Haems. With 

1? lUugtraBone. Ororm 8 to, ts. 

The Career of Harold Ensleigh. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

HARTLEY. Wild Sport with Gun, Rifle, and Salmon-Rod. By 
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Svo, oa. 

HEMANS. 

The Poetical Works of Mrs Hemaus. Copyright Edition. 
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^e Burvoyore’ Instltutiou. With an Introdnotion by B. Patrick Wnebt. 
V.B.B.E.i Proteeeoz of Agriculture, Qlaegow aad Weak of BooUand Teolmloal 
OoUege. With Pious and Dlagrame. Grown 6vo, 6a 

HENDERSON. The Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. By Sir 

Wai/tbr Scott. A Now Edition. Edited by T. F. Hondoraoxi. Author of 'A 
History of BootiUeh Ternacular Lltezatnro.' With a Hew Portrelt of Sir Walter 
Scott. In 4 Tola., demy 8 to, 28. net. 

HERFORD. Browning (Modem English Writers). By Professor 

Ebbfobd. Grown 6vo, 2s. Od. 

HERKLESS and HANNAY. The College of St Leonard’s. By 

Professor E5 rkle8b and Bobgrt Hebr Eamnay. Post fivo, 7s. Od. net. 

HINTS ON HOCKEY. With Plans and Rules. New Edition 

Peep. 8 to, Is. 

home prayers. By Ministers of the Church of Sootland 

and Membeie of the Church Service Society. Second Edition. Foap. Svo, Ba. 

HUME. The Globular Jottings of Griselda. By E. DouoDAfi 

Euue. with Illustrations. Demy Svo^ lOs. not 

HUME. Dialo^es concerning Natural Keligion. By Dated 
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HUTCHINSON. Hints on the Game of Golf. By Hobaob G. 

HuvomNBON. Twelfth Bditlon, Hevlaed. Feap> Svo, oloth, Is. 

HUTTON. Italy and the Italians. By Edwaed Htttton. With 

IlliL&traUcnis. Seeond Bdition. Large ctown 8vo, Qb. 

IDDESUEIGH. Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sir Stafford North- 
sotG, Fliit Bui of IddoBlelzh. By Assmw L^a. Wlbh Xhrao Fortnltn and i 
View of Fysu Third DdlMoh. S 7ol«. post 8yo, 81«. Bd, 

POTOLAB BomoH. WlthPorteAltaQdVleifOfPyaeB. Post Bvo, 8b. Bd. 

INNES. 

Free Church Union Case. Judgment of the House of Lords. 

with Inlirodttotlou by A. Taymb Ihkbs, Bomy Bvo, la. not. 

The Law of Creeds in Scotland. A Treatise on the Bela- 

UflUB nf OhuTchee In Scotland, Butahhehod and not BatiibliBhod, to the OItII X>kw. 
Demy 8va, lOsi not 

INTELLIGENCE OFEICEB. 

On the Heels of De Wet. By The Intelliqbnoe Ofpioee. 

Sixth ImproBBion. Oiown Bvo, Bs. Olicnp Edition, royol Bvo, papar ooyor, Bd. 

The Boy Galloper. With Illustrations. In 1 vol. cr. 8vo, 6a. 
The Yellow War. Crown 8vo, 6s. Cheap Edition, paper 
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A Subaltern of Horse. Crown Svo, 6a 
IRONS. The Psychology of Ethics. By Datod Ikons, M.A., 

Ph,D., Profs^aoi of Philosophy m Bryn Hawr OouegO) Penn. Orown Bvo, 6b. net. 


JAMES. William Wetmore Story and his Friends. From 
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two Tols. post Bvo, 248, net. 

JAMES. 

Modem Strategy. By Lieut.-Gol. Waitbe H. Jambs, F.S.O,. 

lata E.B With 6 Maps. Socond Edition, thorongbly raviaad and brought 
np to data. Boyal Bto, IBa, nat. 

The Campaign of 1815, chiefly in Flanders. Demy 8vo, 

lOa. Bd. nel. 

The Development of Tactics from 1740 to the Present Day. 

Demy Bvo, [f* pr™. 

JOHNSTON. 
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BdLtlon from the S^Uon hy Sir ngAnr.wi a. Cluibboh, U.D,, P.R.uS. 1. fro. 
ftoviBed and bnmght down to date by 0. H. Aixkah, U.A.i B.So., F.B.BaB., 
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Oateohism of ^rioultural Ohemiatry. An. entirely New Edi- 
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leOO ; mi the Qroaiid Oama Act, isao. Wth Noten, and Bnminary of Proaednn, 
Ao. By OHBiBTorHXa N. lonHaios, ILA., AdTocato. Fifth Mltlon. Demy 
Sto, Ca. net, 

JOEAL Timar'a Two Worlds. By Maubtjb Joeai. Authorised 

Tianalatloii by Un Hkoas EranAKD. Oheap Bdltlon, Ototrn Bm, Ba. 

JONES. A Maid of Normandy ; A Bomance of Versailles. By 

Doba M. doHia, Clown Sto, 6b, 


KENNEDY. Hurrai for the life of a Bailor ! Fifty Tears in the 

}lo7al Navy. By Admiral Sir Wiixxam Ezmnbdt, E.O.B. With UlaetratloiiB 
from Sketohas by the Author* Impresalos. Demy 3vOi ids, 6d. 

Ohbapbb Bsition, small d«my 870, 6fl. 

EBB. The Dark Ages. “ Periods of European Literature.” By 

FroUsssor W. F. Em. In 1 toI. grown Svo Ha. nat* 

KEBB. 

Memories: Grave and Qay. By John KEEit, LL.D. With 

Fortzolt and other Ulufitratlana. Oheaper Bdltloiii Bnlarged. Orown 8701 
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Other Memories ; Old and New. Grown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 
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History of the Invasion of the Orimea, By A. W. Einglaeb, 

Couplets In 9 toIs., orown fivo. Cheap reissue at 8s. Bd. eaoh. 

Abridged Edition for Milita^ Students. Bevisad by 

Iileut.-Ool. Bit OionoE ByniKHAK OuBKn, E.C.U.8., B.ID. Demy Svn, Ka. sbL 

Atlas to accompany above. Folio, 98. net 

History of the Invasion of the Crimea, Demy Bvo. Vol. VI, 

Winter lltoables. With • ATap, 16a. Vola. Til. and VIIL From the ICorrow of 
Inheimon to the Death ot Lord Baglazi. With an Index to tbs Whole Work. 
With Haps end Flans. SSs 

Eothen. A New Edition, smiform with the Cabinet Edition 

Qf the ' History of the InTaeUm of the Crimea. ' Bi. 

OEXAPan Bditioh. With Fortocalt and Blognphlcal Sketch ol the Anthor, 
Crown 870, 9 b. Od. net. 

KNEIPP. My Water-Cure. As Tested through more than 

Thirty Toon, and Described for the Hoellng of JMssases and the Freserpatlon of 
Eeolu. By Bbsabtuh Ennrp. With a Fortnit and other ninstratloiiB. 
Anthozised angllsh Tranalatlmi from the Ihlrtlsth Qerman Bdltlon, by A. de F. 
With an Append containing the Latest Devdopments of ^ner Enelpp's 
System, and ■ Fro&ee by S. Cerard. Crown Bvo, Ss. Bd. 


LANG. 

A History of Scotland from the Boman Occupation. By 
Anubbv liAna. Vol. I. Wltli a FhotognTim Fiaatlgpieoe and Four Hays. 
Second Bdltton. Demy Svo. 16s. net, 

Vol. n. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 16 b. net. 

Yol. III. With a Fhotogiavare Frontmpieoe. 16b. net. 

Yol. lY. With a FhatonuTure Frontispiece. 20a. not. 

Tennyson. “Modem English Writers," 2nd Ed. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6d. 
Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sir Stafford Northoote, First 

Bari o( Iddesleigh. With Three Fortrolls and a View of Fynea. ?%lta BdiUon. 
3 70ls. post 870, 91b. 6 d. 

POFULAn Bditiok. With Portrait and Ylew of Pynes. Post avo, Ss. ed. 

The Highlands of Scotland in 1750. From Manuscript 104 

in the Bing's Library , British Husena. With an Introdnotton by Aimnnwltswo. 
Crown 870 i Sb. nst. 
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Abardean. Chown fivo, 68 . 

The Church and its Social Mission. Being the Baird Lecture 

for 1001. Grown. 8 vO| 68 , noti. 

LAWSON. 

British Economics in 1904. By W. E. Lawson. Crown 8vo, 

68 . not. 

American Einanoe. Part Eirst— Domestic. Crown 8vo, 6s. not. 
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Bddad Six Uvea of Great Ken. By B. 0. IiBHMiiNNi antbor of ' Anu Fngaces,’ 
610 . Oiown avo, 68 . net. 

LEIGHTON. The Life History of British Serpents, and their 

Local Distribution in the Brltiab Istea. By Ghrald B. LbiqbtoK) K.B* 'With 
60 lUnetaations. Grown SvOj 68 . net. 

LEISHMAN. The Westminster Directory. Edited, with on Intro- 

duotnon and Kotoa, by the Very Bev. T. Lsiamux D B. Grown Svo 4a. net. 

LINDSAY. 

Eecent Advanoea In Theistio Philosophy of Eellgion. Bov. 

Jauxb LieinaAT. U.A.| B.B.. B.Sc., F.B 8.19.. P G.B., Ulniator of the Fariah of 
St Andiew'ai Ellnuunook. Demy 6 yO| ISa. 6 a> not. 

The Pragressivenesa of Modern Christian Thought. Crown 
STO, ea. 

Essays, Litorary and PbilosophlcoL Crown 8to, Ss. 6d. 

The Significance of the Old Testament for Modern Theology. 

Oiovn Sto, U. not. 

The Teaching Eunotiion of the Modern Pulpit. Crown 8to, 
U. set 

“LINESMAN." Words by an Eyewitness: The Struggle in 

Natal. By " LmrsiuH.'' Blerenth ImpiuBlon, vlth Iliieo Additional OhaptarB. 
Oroira Sto, Sa 

LITUEGIES AND ORDEES OE DIVINE SERVICE 

(OHUBOH Bimviaig booibiy> 

The Second Prayer Book of King Edward the Sixth (1652). 

'With Historical Introduction and Holeb by the Rev. E. J. Wotheksvoon, M.A., 
of at Oswald'a Edinbui^; and Ths Lituboy or Oompbomibd. Uaed in the 
EngUahCoT^egationat^nnkfort. Prom an Unpubltahod KS. Edited by the 
Rev G. W, ^OTT| D.D., of Nortti Berwick. 4 b. net 

Book of Common Order. Commonly called Knox's Lit'argy. 

Edited by Rev. G. W. Sprott, D D. 4s. Od not. 

Scottish Liturgies of the Reign of James VI. Edited by Rev. 

Q, W. Spbott, S,D. 4b. nat. 

Liturgy of 1637. Commonly called Laud’s Liturgy. Edited 

liy & Bbt. FrofBBBOi Cooper, O.n. Tb. Si net. 

The Westminster Directory. Edited by Very Rev. T. Leish- 

xis, 0.1). 43 . net. 

Euchologion. A Book of Common Order : Being Forms of 

Pnyer, and Admlnlsteatlon of the Saenunente, and othei Ordinances of the 
Ohnioh, Edited hy the Bbt. O. W. SprotTiX).!)., of North Bemlch. 4 b, 6 d net. 
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LOBBAIT. An Anthology of English Verse from Chaucer to the 

PvoBeQi Day. By J. H. Lobbak, M.aI Orowu 8to, gUfc topi fis. 

LOCKHART. 

Doubles and Quits. By Lauben’oe W. M. Lookhaet. Cheap 

Bditlon. BoyaJ 8 vO} papei covers, 6 d. 

Mine is Thine. Hev Edition. Crown 8vo, Ss. 6d. 

LORIMEB. The Author’s Progress : or, The Literary Book of 

the Bead. By Adau LoRiuca. Crown Svo, 6 s. net. 

LYNDEN - BELL. A Primer of Taotics, Fortification, Topo- 

Staphy, and Military Law. By Llent.-Oolouel 0. F. LTimxK-BBLx. witii 
Diagrams. Crown 8 vo, 8 s. net. 


MABIE. 

Essays on Nature and Culture. By Hauiuion Wbiuhi MabiEi 

With Fovtalt. F<!ap. 6^} 8e. 64. 

Books and Oaltnre. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

M'AXJLAT. The Safety of the Honours, By Auuk M'Aplat. 

Ctoira Svo, eg. 

MACDONALD. A Manual of the Criminal Law (Scotland) Fro- 

oeduro Ant, 1B67. By NonViUr Dobaw UaovoirALn. Bevieeit by the Isou 
Jaa!nflx<OLBSK. 8 to, IQa. 64. 

MAOKAY. The Return of J the Emigrant. By Ltdia MhOiBB 

Maokay. Crown Svo, 6b. 

MACKENZIE. Studies in Roman Law. With OomparatiTe 

^ewB of the laws of SVanoe, Sngisnd, and Sootlaad. By Lonn Haoebvsie, 
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MACLEOD. The Doctrine and Validity of the Ministry and 
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MAOPHEBSON. 

Books to Read and How to Eesid Them, By Hectob Mao- 

POBRBOM, Second Impression. Crown Svo, Ss. 6 d. not. 

A Century’s Intellectual Development. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 
MAOPHEESON. A Century’s Progress in Astronomy. By 
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Speaking ; or, From Yoice Production to the Platform and 
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MABSHMAJN', History of India. From the Earliest Period to 
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Bdltlon. Post 8vO| with Mapj Be. 

MAETIN. 

Poems of Giacomo Leopardi. Translated by Sir ‘Thhodoiib 
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The AQneid of Virgil. Books L-VI. Translated by Sir Theo- 

BOAS UabtiHi E.O.B. Post 8vo, ?s* dd. 

Goethe’s Faust. Fart I. Translated into English Verse. 

Second Bdltlon, crown SvOj 6s, Ninth. Edition, fcap. 6to, 8b. Qo. 

Goethe’s Faust. Part XL Translated into English Verse. 

Second Bditlon, Revised. Peap. five, 6a. 

The Works of Horace. Translated into English Verse, with 
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Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine. Done into English 

VoiBo. Third Edition. Small orown Bto, 6b. 
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The ‘ Vita Nuova ’ of Dante. Translated with an Introduction 
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Eoap. Svo, 6s. 

Correggio ; A Tragedy. By OEELKirsciHLAiiaEB. With Notes. 

Pcap. Svo, 8 Bs 

Helena Faumt (Lady Martin). By Sir Theodore Martot, 
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Can the Old Faith Live vrith the Kew) or, The Problem of 
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tlon. Oicnrn Bto, CSe 
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MAXWELL, 

Dumfries and Galloway. By Bight Hon. Sir Heebbrt 
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Scottish Land-Names : Their Origin and Meaning. Being 
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MAXWELL. In Malay Forests. By Gbobob MAXwaii. Crown 
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The Conquest of Charlotte. By David S. Mbddkdm. Third 
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Holland and the Hollanders. With numerous Illustrations 
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The Story of Margr^del : Being a Fireside History of a Fife. 
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An Introductory Text-Book of Logic. Second Edition, Eo- 
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As Qliistratod in the Idfo of Six Bntherford Aloook, D,0 .Ij. By Albz- 
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Mr Montgomery : Fool. Grown 8vo, 8 b. 

In the Hands of the Ozar. Crown 8vo, 6a. 
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OaoROBluox. 6yA.l!.QuUloT<Qoiioh. | Fbousb. By Jobu Oliver Hobbes. 
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Belief in God. Fourth Edition. Crown Bvo, 8s. 

The Future of Beligion, and other Eaaaya. Second Edition. 

OrowB Bvo, 8 b. 

The English Church and the Bomish Schism. Second Edition. 

drown 8 to, 8s. 0d 

t Essays on the Bible. Crown 8vo. [In the press. 

MONTAGUE. Militwy Topography. Hluatrated by Practical 

Bmnple. of . Fttotlcsl Sat^eoi. By ll^ot-Qsneral W. B. Uohtasvx, a.B., 
P.d,0.| late CarrlsoD Instructbr iDtolUgmce Department, Author of ' Osmpaign* 
ing In fiemth Atrloa.' With Foity-one Dlagiama. Oro^n Bvo, 68. 

MONTAGUE. Tales from the Talmud. By G. E. Montaohb. 

Crown BvO| Bs. 
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A. 

MTJITEO. The Daft Days. By Neil Mttmbo. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Uniform. Edition Novels. 

John Splendid. The Tsde of a Boor Qentleman and the Little 

Wars of Lorn. Slztb Imprssston. Orovn 6ro, 8b, 6d. 

Children of Tempest : A T^e of the Outer Isles. Crown 

8vo, 9a. 6d. 

Shoes of Fortune. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

The Lost Pibroch, and other Sheiling Stories. Fourth 

Impreafflan. Crown 670| Ss. Sd. 

Doom Castle: A Romanoe. Second Impression. Crown 

970, Bb* 

GBian the Dreamer. Grown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

MUNEO. 

Bambles and Studies in Bosnia-Herzegovina and Dalmatia. 

By Bobubi IlmiBO, I1.A., U.D., LI 1 .D., E.B.B.B. Soeond Kditiou, RevlBod 
and Bnlargad. 'Wltii nnmerona OlnatrabionB. Demy 6vo, 19b. 8d. nat. 

Prehistoric Problems. With numerous lUnstrationB. Demy 
8vo, 10 b. net. 

MUNEO. On Valuation of Property. By Wtt.t.taiw MuitbOj 

1C.A., Hm Ibjoaty'a ABawsoi of RBliir>T. ud 0.iulg fat Baotlud. Beoond 
Bdltlon. Bayiged ud BiIugsA Svo, 8A dd. 

MY TEIVIAL LIFE AND MISFORTUNE : A Gossip with 

soplotla BdrUanlar. By A Bj^Aiir Wokav. aitg.p Bdltlos. Oiown Sra, tg. dd. 
By the Sams Attihob. 

POOR NBLIiIB. Cheap Sdltion. Drown Svo, 8s. Od. 

MTEES. A Manual of Classical Geography. By J oss L. Mtbbs. 

down Svo. On tt. yrm. 


NEWCOMBE. Village, Town, and Jungle Life in India By 

A. C. NawcouBB. Demy Svo, 12g. SO. net 

NICHOLSON AND LYDEKKEE. 

A Manual of Palaeontology, for the Use of Students. With a 

Cenenil Introduetloa oo tbe FrlnciplsB of FalsoDtolozjr. By Frofeasw H. 
ALLwnni Niobolbom and Bioears DnnicEn^ B.A. vwd BdltloD, entirely 
Beireitten end greatly Bslarged. 2 vola. Svo, AS, 8f. 

NICOL. Becent Arobssology and the Bible. Being the Oroall 

Xieotnres ioi 1899. 13^ the Bev. Ihoius Njoozj B.B., Bioieaw of Bivlnltiy 
end BiUIoal CSiltiolem In the University of Aberdeen ; Author of ' Becent Bz* 
ploiations In Bible Lands.’ Uemy 8vo, 98. net. 

NISBET. The Forester; A Practical Treatise on British Forestry 
and Arboilcultuio for lAndowsers, Land Agents, and Foresters. By Johm 
Kisbbt, In 2 volumes, royal Svo, with 285 lUvuitratloiu, dSs. net. 

NOBLE 

The Edge of Circumstance. ByEnwABD NoBiiB. Crown Svo, 

08, Cheap Bdltlon, royal 8vo, paper cover, 6d, 

Waves of Fate. Crown Svo, 63. 

F^herman’s Gat: A Story of the Thames Estuary. Crown 

Bro, 69. 
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NOYES. 

Poems by AiiViusd No^a. ^s. 6d. net. 

Tte Eorest of Wild Thyme ; A Tale for Children under Ninety. 

Grown 8yo, 5a. not. 

Drake : An English Epio. Books I.-III. Crown 8vo, 8 b. net. 


0. The Yellow War. By O. Crown 8vo, 6s. Cheap Edition, 
nayid 8 to, 


OLIPHANT. 

Maaoliam : A Problem of the PetloA A Noyel. By LanKBiros 

Ouisura 8 vole, poet 8vo, JSe. 88. 

Ficoadilly. With IHastrations by Richard Doyle. New Edi- 

tlon, 6b. 6d. OlLOAp Bditioni 1)oardB( Ss. od. 

Episodes in a Life of Adventure; or, Moss from a Rolling 

Stoaa. Ohaaper IDdltion. Poet Sva, 8 b. 88. 


OLIPHANT. 

The Autobiography and Letters of Mrs M. O. W. Oliphant. 
Arranged and edited by Urs Hauit Oonmnn. With Two Poitialte. Cheap 
Bditlou. Oroim Sto, 8b. 

Annals of a Publishing House. William Blackwood and his 

Sona i Their Uagniliie and Trlende. By Uri Oupbahi. With Poor Portralta. 
Tblrd BdlUon. Demy Sro. Vola. I. and It. £8, 8 b. 

A Widow’s Tale, and other Stories. With an Introductory 
Hota by I. H. Baniua. Second edition. Orotrn 8yo, 6e. 

Katie Stewart, and other Stories. New Edition. Grown Sro, 

doth, 8e. 8d. 

Katie Sterwort. Dlnstrated boards, Ss. 6d. 

Valentine and his Brother. New Edition. Crown 8vo, Ss. 6d. 
Sons and Daughters. Grown Sro. 3s. 6d. 


OMOND. The Bomontia Triumph. "Periods of European 
Idteratnze." By I. B. Ouoim. Oroim 6 to, 5a. net. 


O'NEILL. Songs of the dens of Antrim. By Monu. O’Nbill. 

IreUUi ImpteBBlea. Orcnra Svo, 8b. 88. 
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PAGE. 

Intermediate Text-Book of Geology. By Professor Lapworeh. 

Touudod on Dr Piigo*s * Introductory Taxt-Boolr of Geology.' Grown Svo, 5s. 

Advanced Text-Book of Geology. New Edition. Eevised and 

eslArgod by Professor Lipwoats. crotmgre. [Intkep^aa. 

Introductory Text -Book of Physical Geography. Crown 

8rO| 2s. 6d. 

Advanced Text-Book of Physical Geography. Crown 8vo, 6a. 
Physical Geography Examinator. Crown Svo, sewed, 9d. 

PAEEER. Miss Lomax : MiUionaire. By BESsns Parers. 

OrowQ 8 fo, ds. 

PATERSON. Peggotts ; or. The Indian Contingent. By Mar- 

OASBX PATJtnsOir. ClOWQ QTOi ds. 

PAUL. Eistoiw of the Royal Company of Archers, the Queen’s 

Body'Guud tot Saotland. ^ olr Jakss SAZ.n>9Jt Paul, Advomte ot the Soottish 
Bor. Omwh 4to, with Porbralta and other JUnetiratlonfl. AS, Se. 

PEARSE The Hearseys : Five Generations of an Anglo-Indian 

Family. By Oolonel Hvas Fbaash. Demy 8vo, 16 b. net. 

PERIODS OP EUROPEAN LITERATURE. Edited by Pro- 

feasor Saivtsbubt. Per Utl of VdwtM, tie page 8. 

PHJLOSOPHIOAL CLASSICS POR ENGLISH READERS. 

Bdlted by Williak Kbiobt, hh.T>., Frofesaor of Horal Phlloaoj^y, DnlTarsltiy 
of St Androws. Cheap Ba-lBsue in ^iUliig Volnnuis not. 

[JPhr List e/ Tolmnat Bee page 5. 

FOLLOE. The Course of Time : A Poem. By Rorbks Polloe, 

A.K. New Bditlon. With Portrait. Pcap. 8vo, gilt top, Sb. fid. 

POLLOK. Studies in Practical Theology. By AiaLaw Pollok, 

D.D., DL.D. Crown Svo, fis. net. 

PRESTWIOH. Essays: Descriptive and Biographical By 

Giuoa PBESTwion, Aathor of 'The Harbour Bar' and ^Bnga.’ With a 
Memoir by her sister, LoxnsA B. JlfjL5a. With lUnstratlonB. Deiny6TO,iQs, gd. 

PEINGLE-PATTISON. 

Scottish Philosophy. A Cbmparison of the Scottish and 

German AnBwera to Hume. Belfoar Phllosophloal Leoturas, UniverBlty of 
Bdinbnrgh. By A. Swes Pbibqlb-Favfisom, ljL.D.. Frofeseor of Loglo and 
Metaphyelos In Hdinbargh University. ISiird Bdlilon. Grown fivo, H, 

Hegelianism and Personality. Balfour Philosophical Lecturer 

Seoond Series. Beooud EdlfiLon. Grown Svo, fis. 

Man’s Place in the Cosmos, and other Essays. Seoond Edition, 

Enlarged. Post Svo, fis. net. 

Two Lectures on Theism. Delivered on the occasion of the 

Beaqnleontennlal Oelobratlon oi Princeton Unlverelty. Grown Svo, Sb fid. 

The Philosophical Badicals and Other Essaya including 

Chapters re^intal on the Fhlloaophy of Bellglon In Kant and Hegel. Grown 
Svo, fis. net. 
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PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING SCOTLAND 

fcom 1W7 to 1847| with OhronoloeiCAl Table and Index. 8 voU. large 870, £8| 88. 
Also Fubllahed Annually with Ooneral Index. 


QUESTION OP COLOUR, A. A Study of South Africa. 

Orown 870, da« net. 


RANJITSINHJI The Jubilee Book of Crioket. By Fbibox 

Bahjubikbu. 

toYVSjisi BumoH, Tlth 107 iBU'pkge nioatr.til(»u, SlxtOi Bdltloo. Lug« 
oromi Oto, Oi. 

Sarmnn UDiiioir. 771101 . ■ solictlos of tOie IlloBtraliloiu. 

ROBERTSON. 

The Poetry and the Religion of the PaalmB. The Croall 

iMtoraa, laOS-Bl. Bjr jAUisa BossBiaaH, D.B., Profcaaor of Oriental Oangnagoa 
In the UniTetalty of olaagaw. Sumy Sto, ISb. 

ROBERTSON. 

A History of German Literature. By John G. Robbbtson, 
Profaaaai of Qaiman, Univatalty of Ijondon. Hcmy Sro, 10 a. 6 d. not. 

Schiller after a Century. Crown 8to, 2b. ei net. 
RONALDSHAT. 

On the Outskirts of Empire in Asia. By the Eabl op 

Boiuuweat, F.B.a.B. Wlta munarona IlluatratlonB owl Uopa. Boyol Bro, 
SIB. net 

Sport and Folitice under an Eastern Sky. With numerous 

lUnBtiT&UoDB and Maps. ‘Roytl 8 ?o, Sis. net. 

RUTLAND. 

Notes of an Irish Tour in 1846. By the Dhkb op RxrxniiND, 

O.O.B. (IiOKD loBK UijRinaB). New mitlon. Oiown Bto, Sb. Bd. 

Correspondence between the Right Honble. William Pitt 
ud OluirlM Dope of BnUand, Lard-IdentanBat of Iialand, 17 BM 7 B 7 . Wltb 
Introductory Note by John Dukx or BrsLAHs. Bve, 7 a. 0 d. 

The Colleoted Writings of Janetta, Duchess of Rutland. With 

rorttAtt and JUnstnitlonB. 2 vols. post 6 to, 16 b. net 

Impressions of Bad-Eomburg. Comprising a Short Account 

of the 'Women'! AasooiatlonB of Gersmiiy madez the Sed Otobb. By the Buohisb 
or Boslaxto (Last Johk SUsTKcns). Orc^ Bto, 1b. 6d. 

Some Personal Recollections of the Later Tears of the Earl 

of BaMoiialiaidi E.e. Blztli Sdltlon. Bd. 

Employment of Women in the Public Service, ed. 
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RUTLAND. 

Some of the Advantages of Easily Accesdble Beading and 

Bdoreatloa Booma and Froo Lilii&rlee. With Bemarka on Starting and Maln< 
tidulng tkom. Socond Bdltlon. Grown la. 

A Sequel to Rich Men's D'wellings, and other Ocoasional 

Fapeia. Grown 8vo, Sa. 6d, 

Enoonraging Experienoes of Reading and Recreation Rooms, 

Aims of GtSiaa, Nottinghiim BooUl Soido, XxlBtlag InatltatloiiB, &«., Ac, 
Oiova Sto, 1b, 


SAINTBBUBT. 

A History of Oritioiam and Literary Taste in Europe- From 

the BarUoBt Texte to the FTesoot I>* 7 . By Osowu SAiHTsavBT, M.A. (Oxon.) 
Bon. LL.D. (Akerd.)! Frofeuoc of Bhetorlo and English Idtaiatara In the UnlTor 
Billy of HdlnboTglL. In 8 toIs. dstny 8vo. VoL I.— OlaBBiool and hle^raval Orltd< 
ciam. Ida. net. 

Vdl. IL->From the Renaissanoe to tho DooUne of Eighteenth Oentniy Ortho* 
doxy. SOb. net. 

Yol. IIl«~NlDeteenth Oonbory, SOs. net. 

Matthew Arnold. “Modem English Writers." Second Edi- 

tlon. drown d70i Sa. dd 

The Flourishing of Romance and the Rise of Allegory (ISth 

and IMS. OBStnclBB). "FailodB of Bnropeu Iiltaratmii.'' Otown 8T0, 6s. nat. 

The Earlier Renoissanae. “ Feriods of European Literature.” 

Orovn STD, ts. nan. 

“SOOLOPAX.” A Book of the Snipe. By Soolopax. 

Bliutrated. Orowo Sto, 68. net. 

SOOTT. Tom Cringle’s Log. By Miohabl Soon. New Edition. 

With 19 PoU-pBga ulaatratlaiiB. Oiayru Sto, Sb, dd. 

SCUDAMORE. Belgium and the Belgians. By CvBn, Sousa- 

KOBB, With nioatiatiioaB. Sqnaia crown Bro, da, 

SELLAR. RecoUeotions and Impressions. By E. M. Ebxlab. 

With Bight Portislts, Saniy Sro, lOa. Od. nat. 

SETH, A Study of Ethioal Principles. By Jahes Seth, M.A, 

PioftBaotof hCoialFhlloaopl^lntha OnlTaralty of Edinbmgh, Eighth Editloa, 
BBTlBSd. Post Sto, 7a. dd. 

SPLABPLEY. Aristophanes — Pax. Edited, with Introduction 

and Eotea, by E. BiuatLXT. Samy Bto, ISb. dd. nat, 

SHAW. Securities over Moveables. Four Lectures delivered at 

the Bdiuasb of tho Boclaty of Acocontanta in Edlnbragh, the Instltnte of Ac- 
countanta and Aotuarlea In Glasgow^ and tha InsUtnlie of Bankera in Bcothindf 
in 1002-8. Demy Sto, 8b. Od. ne& 

SIMPSON. Side-Lights on Siberia. Some account of the Great 

Siberian Iron Boad: Tho Friaona and Sxilo Byatem. By J. 7. Bncraow, U.A., 
D.Bq. 'With MuneronB llluBtratloas and a Hap. Demy 8 toj 10b. 

SINCLAIR. The Thistle and Fleur de Lys ; A Vocabulary of 

Ftanao-SeotljlBh Words. By lannsn G, Sibouib. Grown 8 to, 8s, net. 
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SKELTON. The Handbook of Public Health. A New Edition. 

Revised by Jaues Fa'cthn Maodopoall. Adyooftte, Seoretary to the Local 
Govemment Board for Bcoilend, Jcnot^Aut uoi ol ‘ The Parish Oouncil Guide for 
Bcoilaud,' and Aeuae Muraat, Qhiol Olerk ot the Local Govenmient Board for 
Scotland. In I’wo Faits. Crovm 6vo» Part Public Health (Bcodand) 

Act, 1807, with Notes. 08. Od. net. 

SKBINE. Eontenoy, and Great Britain’s share in the War of the 

Austilan Succeeaion. By F. H. Ssnmn, With Uap, Plana, and Uluattations. 
Demy Bvo, 81s. net. 

SMITH. 

The Transition Period. “Periods of European Literature, 

By G. GnBoony Suitb. Orovn dy^Ss. net. 

Speoimeus of Middle &ota. Post 8vo, 7 b. 6d. net 
SMITH. Retrievers, and how to Break them. By Lieutenant- 

Oolenel Sir Hbrav Bunm E,O.B. With an Introdnotion by BCr S. B. SBiALiiy, 
Frealdent of the Kennel Cunb. Dedicated by speolal pormlssion to H.B.S. tiie 
Duke ot Ooxnwall and York* New Edition, enliuged. With additional Ulus* 
tratlona. Grows 8vo. Is. 

SNELL. The Fourteenth Century. “Periods of European 

Llteiatnia.” ByV. J. Smell. OrcwnSTo, 6 b. not. 

“SON OP THE MARSHES, A" 

From Spring to Fall j or, When Life Stirs. By " A Sow or 

TBS Mabattim .” Obeao unifonn Bdituon. Grown Sro, 8b. 6d. 

Within an Hour of London Town : Among Wild Birds and 

thtli HBLnts, ScUbBil \]y 6. A. Om». Otaeap Unltotm SclltlDD. Ot. Bto, SB, es. 

With the Woodlanders and by the Tide. Cheap Uniform 

SdlUon, Otovn Sro, U. Od. 

On Surrey Hills. Cheap Uniform Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 b. 6d. 
Annals of a Fishing Village, Cheap Uniform Edition. Crown 

Bvo, 68. fid. 


SORLEY. 

The Ethlos of Naturalism. By W. R. Soblut, M.A., Fellow 

of Tidnlty Oollege, Oambrldgo, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Unlyerslty of 
Oambiidge. Second Edition. Ocown 8yo, Ob. 

Recent Tendencies in Ethics. Crown 8yo, 2s. 6d. net. 
SPROTT. 

The Worshm and Offices of the Church of Scotland. By 

Gbobox W. Bprott, D.D.y Miolster otNorbh Berwick. Crown Bvo, fis. 

The Book of Common Order of the Church of Sootiand, com- 

monly koown as John Knox's Liturgy. With Hlstonoal Introduotion and Ulna* 
tratlya Kotss. Orovm 8yo, 4a. Od. net. 

Scottish Liturgies of the Reign of James VI. Edited, with 

an IntTodnctlon and Notes. <kown Bvo, 4 b. net. 

Euohologion; A Book of Common Order. Crown Svo, 

4ft, 0d, sot 

STEEVENS. 

Things Been : Impressions of Men, Cities, and Booka By the 

late G. W. Bib m v im b. Edited by G. B. Stkbst. With a Memoir by W. E. 
Hntxarr, and a Photogcavuie raproduetdon of OoUleifa Porbnit Hemow Edi* 
tioiu (kown 8ye, S«. 
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STEEYENS. 

Prom Oapeto-vni to Ladysmith, suad Egypt in 1898. Memorial 

Bdltioa, Orovn 8vo, ds. 

In India. With Map. Memorial Edition. Crown 8vo, Os. 

With Kitchener to Ehartam. With 8 Maps and Flans. 

Memorial BdiUan. Crown fira, ds. 

The Lend of the Dollar. Memorial Edition* Crown five, 6s. 
G-limpses of Three Nations. Memorial Editiom Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Monologues of the Dead. Memorial Edition. Orovm Bvo, Ss. 6d. 
With the Conquering Turk. With i Maps. Oh. Ed. Cr. Svo, 6s. 

STEPHENS. 

The Book of the Farm ; detailing the Labours of the Parmer, 

rarm-Stoward, PlougltniBn, Bbaplierdi Eedgat, Vaim-Labonrai, Ilald-Workar, 
and Oattla-man. XUnstaitod wlt^ nmnaroDB ronmito of Ai>iiy>aiB aad Bngra vi&ga 
of ImplementiSi and Flans of Farm BuildingB. Foarbh Bditlon. Bevised, and 
In groat part Ss-wriftton, b7 Jamcs Magsowau), F.B.S.]!I.| Beorttarr Hlgldand 
and Agrlonlboral Boole&y of Sootland. Oomplete In Blx XHvlBloniu Vommesi 
bonnd In cloth, saoh 10a. Od., oi handBomslp boond, In fi wolnmoa with leather 
back and gilt top, £8| Sa. 

STEWAET. Hand Immemor. Eeminisoenoes of Legal and 

Soolal Life in Bdlnbnigli and Londo^ 1850*1900. By OsAjauta BrnwAss. With 
10 Fhotogiavnro Platea. Boyal SrOj /a. Od 

STEWABT AKD CUPP. Practical Nursing. By Isul Stbwaet, 

Uatron of 6t Eectholomaw's Hoapltal, London; and HaanaRT X. Ocnr, 
F.R.O.8., Medical Buporintendent North-Baatem Faver Hospital, Tottenham, 
London. With Dlngrama. In S Tola, crown fiTor VoL L Beoond Xdiidon. 
80. 6d. net. Vol. IL, 80. Od. net. 

Also In 1 Volnma, 6b. not. 

STIRLING. 

Our Regiments in South Africa, 1899-1902. Their Record, 
btaed on tbe Despotohe.. By Jobs Brnniso. In 1 vol. fiomy avo, las. 6d. 
net. 

The Colonials in South Africa, IB99-1902. Their Record, based 

on the Leapatohea Demy Sro, 10s. net. 

STODDART. John Stuart Blaokie: A Biography. By Aiwa 

is., BTODOAnT. FqfuIiAB Sdxsiov, with Fortnlt. Grown bto, 8s> Od. 

STORMONTH. 

Dictionary of the English Language, Pronouncing, Etymo- 

Idgloal, and Explanatory, sy the Rev. jAnaa ETronuonriB. Reviaed by the 
Ray. Fv E. pBUf. tdbnry Edition. New and Oheaper Edition, with Snpjile- 
menik Impertal Svo, handaomelf bound in half morocao, 188. not. 

STORMONTH. 

Etymological and Pronouncing Dictionary oi the English 

Langnage. Inclnding a vary Qopiona Baieotion of Bclantl&o TenoA For nae in 
Schools and Ooliegea, and ae a Sook of General Reftrenca. The Pronnnolfliilon 
earafolly taviaed by the Rev. P. H. Psaif, H.A. Oantab. Sixteenth Bdltion, 
Bevised. 'Grown Svo, pp. lOQO. Ss. not. 

Handy Dictionary. New Edition, thoroughly Revised. By 

WlIiUJUB S.TSZ. 16010, 1>. 
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STORY. William "Wetmore Story and his Friends. From Letters, 

Dianesi and BaaoUeotlosa. fiyHsNBTJAMSB WithS Foibraita. ln2vola. post 
870) SdB. net 

SYNGE. The Story of the World. By M. B. Ststob. With 

OoloUTed Biofilaaplecea and numoious lUoetiauona 1>y B. M. Bynqe, AKS}., 
and ACaps. S volSj 8a. 6d. oacli net. 


THEOBALD. A Text-Book of Agricultural Zoology. By Fjibd. 

V. Theobald. With numoroos IHoBtrations Crown 8yo, 8s 6d. 

THOMSON. Handy Book of the Flower-Garden. By Datdj 

Thousoh. Oiown Svo, Ca. 

THOMSON. A Practical Treatise on the Cultivation of the 

GnpaTina. B; Williau Ieohsok, Twood TlneruSa. Tentli Bdition. Bro, ta. 

THOMSON. History of the Fife Light Horae. By Colond 

AEBTEEfEEn Teomboh, With numoiouB PoitiAits Bnuill dto. Sis not 

THORBUEN. Tho Punjab in Peace and War. By S. S. Thok- 
BEEN. DsniT Svo, 13 s. Bd. not. 

THURSTON. 

The Oirola By Kathbeioti OEoa Thtteston. Fifth Impres- 

Bion Otown 8 yo, 8s. 

John Ohilcote, M.P. Fourteenth Impression, crown 8vo, 6s. 

Qbeap BditioCi paper cover, 6d. 

The Mystics. With IHustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

TIELE. Elements of the Science of Religion. Fart I.— Morpho- 

logloaL Part U -^Ontolo^oal. Bel^ the Gifford LeoiureB dobveiedbefbia the 
TrQi7erBib70fBdlnhTii^iiilSB6<98. S 7 O.P Tui.B,Tbool.T>.,Lltt]>.(BoDozi.)| 
Hon. H.B A 8 ., &a, Professor of the Boienoe of Bellgion, in the Univeraity of 
Leiden. In 3 toIb. post Svo, 7a, 6 d. net each. 


TRANSAOTIONS OF THE HIGHLAND AND AGRICUL- 

TXIIUli SOOIBTY OB fiOOTIiAin). Tuhluhod aannsUr, piios Es. 

TRAVERS. 

The Way of Escape. A Novel By Qkabiam Tbavuhb (Mar- 

garst Todd, H.I).) Bsoond JmpieasioE. Oiown Bro, Gs. 

Mona Maclean, Medical Student. A Novel, Fourteenth Edi- 

tdon» Chrovm 8vO| 68. Cheap Jadition, royal Syo, paper oovor, 6d. 

Windyhangh. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo, 6Be 
F^ow Travellers. Fourth Edition. Crown Bve, 6s, 
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TKOTTEE. 

A Leader of Light Horae. Life of Hodaon of Hodaon’a 

Horse. By Cbptftin L. J« Trottss, Author of 'Life of John Nioholsoui Soldier 
end With a ForCrait aud S Maps. Demy Svo, 16s. 

TEUSOOTT. The Marriage of Aminta. By L. Paebt Tetjbcott. 

Grown 8 to, 6a. 

TULLOOH. 

Modern Theorlea in Fhiloaophy and Beligion. By Johit 

TullooHi D.D.t Frinoipal of St Mary's Oolite in the TTidrersi^ of St 
Andrewsi and one of her Majesty's Ohaplalns in Ordinary in Bootland. 
Svo. 16s. 

TWKEDIE. The Arabian Horse; His Country and People. 
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